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IPIlf 

the trve tragedle 

OF RICHARD DVK.E OF YORICE, 

AND THE GOOD ICING 
HENRIE THE SIXT. 



£«/«'Richarde ‘Duke ofYerkg,Thc Earle t>f WarwK-,, . 
Duke of Norffolke, Marquis Montague, Edward Earle of 
March, Crookeback Richard, &tbeyoung Rir/^/Rutland, 
W ith Dmrrme and Sonldters,mtb vehtte Tfyes in their bates. 

Warwick? - 

1 Wonder how the King efcapt our handcs/ 1 

York?. Whilft wc purfude the Horfcmen of the Norths 
Hellily ftole away ,and left his men: 

Whereat the great Lord of Northumberland, 

Whofe warlike eares could ncuer brooke retraic, 

Chargde our maine Battels front^nd therewith him 
Lord Stafford and Lord Clifford all abreft 
Brake in, & were by the hands of common Souldiersflaine* 
Edw. Lord Sttffords father, Duke o i r BHckin'A)am l 
Is either flaine,or wounded danderoufly; 

I cleft his Beucr with a downc right blow: 

Father chat this is truc,behold his bloud. 

tjMont. And brothcr 5 hecres the Earle of Wtltflrim blood. 
Whom lincountrcdasthc Battailes ioynd. 

Rich. Speakerhou for me, and tell them what I did. 

York- W(iat 5 is your grace dead my 

ytyf* Such hope haue all the line o \I-\lm of (jaunt* 

Rtcb. Thus doe I hope to fhape King Henrtcs he. a ? 4 
War. And fo do I victorious Prince of \ orke. 

Before I fee thee feated in that thrcne 3 
Which now the houfe of Lancaster vfurpes? 

A a. 
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I v°w by h'eauens ihefc eics dial! ncucr clofc. 

*1 hii ts the Pallace of that fearfuli king, 

And dut the regall cHaire; Poftefle it Yorke: 

For this is thine, and not king Henries heircs. 

Tor hr Afiftme thenfwect VVarwictf, and I will? 

For hither are we broken in by force. 

Norff. Wecle all aflift thee, and he that flies fhall die. 

H ork r T hanks gentle A[y rjfcll^. Staie by me my Lords: 
and iouldicrs ftaie you heerc and lodge this night: 

^An (1 when the.king comes ,ojfter him no violenrc, 
Vnlefle he ieeke to put vs out by force. 

'Rich. Amide as wc be, lets ftaie within this houfc? 

VP'ar. The bloudie parlemenc (hail this be calde? 

Vnleffc Plantagenet Duke of Yorke be king. 

And baftftull Henrte be depofdejwhofecowardife 
Hath made vs by-words to our enemies. 

Tor. Then leaueme noc my Lords,for now I meanc 
T o take poffefion of my right. 

War % Neither the king } norhim thatloueshim beft. 

The proudeft bird that holds vp Lancafler, 

Dares ftirre a wing/itWartyicke fhake his bels. 

Dc plane 'Tlantagenet : and roote him out who dares? 

Refolue thee Richard : Claime the Engliftierownc. 

Enter King Hemic the fixt, With the Duke of Excefter, The 
Earle of KforthxmberUnd, T he Earle of Wcftmerland, and 
Cliffords he Earle of Cumberland, with red Rofes in their hats . 
King , Looke Lordings where the fturdy rebel fits, 

Euemn chechaireofftate J belike hemcanes 
Backc by the power of WarWicke that falle peere. 

To afpire vnto thecrowne 5 and raigne as king. 

Earle ot'TfyrthumbcrlandJrie flew thy Father: 

And thine Oxford: and you both haue vo.w’d reuenge. 

On himjiis lo ines,his finances, and his friends. 

TSforthu. And ft I be nor, heauens be reuengd on me. 

Cltf T he hope thereof makes (fhfford mournc in ftcelc. 
Weft . Whatrfhall vvefi ffer thisPlcts pull him downe, 

My heart for auger breakcs 5 I cannot ipeake. 

King* 
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'forkc^ftd & cnrtc 

5/paiicnct is for pultrbuM futh 
Hedurft not fit therc.had yout - 

Myetatiout Lord: hccre in the Parlenwn^ 
l^vs aflaile thefamilie of Yorke. 

Kt ng . Farrc be it from the thoughtes of Henna heart. 
Tomato a gambles of the P» lement h ° U '* 

Col'en of£*ew,words,frownes,andthrcats, 

fhall be the wanes that Hcnrie meanes to yfc. 

Tboufa a'ouslke of Yorke, defeend my throne. 

I am thy Soueraigne. 

Tor. Thou art dcceiu’dj lam thine. fr t, 

Exet. For (harnc come downc.he made theel). of Jtrke. 
Tor. T was mine inheritance as the king o 
Exet. Thy father was a traitour to the crovvne. 

War . Exeter thou art a traitour to the cro wnc P 

k True Cltf. and that is %cbard duke of iotkc. 

Km?. And (hall I (land while thou fitft in my throne? 
lor. Content thy felfe.it muft, and fhall be lo. 

17/T^.Be duke ot LancaBer,kt him be King. 

J^/AWhy /he is both King and D. of Lancafter , 

And that the Earle <if Weftmetland (hall maintaine. 

KKar. And FVar'toictf (hall difproue it, You tor get 
That we ate thofe that chafte you from the held, 

And flew your father ,and with colours fpred 
Marche through the Ciitie to the pallace gates. 

Nor. No Warwick? 1 remember it to my greifc, 

And by his foulc, thou and thy houfc (hall rue i:. 

W^Pt.PUmagenet, of thee and ot thy fonnes, 

Thy kinfeen.and thy friends, lie haue more Hues, 

Then dropsof bloud were io my tathcis vames. 
pif. Vrgc itnomoK.lcaft in reuengt thereof, 

Aj. 
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I fend thee Warwick? fuch a mcflcnger. 

As fliallreuenge his death before I ftirre. 

War. Poore Clifford how I fcorne thy worthlefle threats. 
Tor. Will ye wefbewe our title to the Crowne, 

Or els our fwordes (hall plead it in the field/ 

King. What title haft thoutraitourto the Crowne? 

Thy father was as thou art, Duke of Torkf, 

Thy grandfather Roger or timer Earle of March. 

I am the fonncofHenric the fife, who tamdc the French^ 

And made the Dolphin ftoupc,a»d feazd vpon their 
Townes and prouinces. 

War. T alke not of Frounce fince thou haft loft it all. 
^>{£.Thc Lord procc&our loft it and not I, 

When I was crownd, I was but nine months oldc, 

Rich. Yon are old enough now & yet me thin kes you Io(c, 
Father tearc the Cro wne from the Vfurpcrs head. 

Ecbto. Do fo fwcct father,fec it on your head. 

Mont. Good brother, as thou lou’ft and honourft armes. 
Lets fight it out and not (land cauilling thus* 

Rich. Sound drums and crumpets, & the King will flie* 

Tor. Peace fonnes* 

Jfyr. Peace thousand giue King Henrie leaue to fpcake. 
Kwg. Ah c Plantagenet, why feekeft thou to depofe me? 

Are wc not both 'Thntagenets by birth* 

And from two brothers lineally difccnc? 

Suppofc by right and cquitie thou be King, 

Tlunkft thou that I will leaue my Kingly feate 
Wherin my father and my grand/ire (ate/ 5 
No,firft fhall warre vnpcoplethis my realme, 

I,and our colours often borne in Frounce , 

And now in England to our hearres great farrow 
Shall be my winding fticete: why faint you Lordb? 

JVly titled better farre then his. 

War. Proue it Henrie^ and thou fh alt be King* 

King. Why >HcwU the fourth by conqueft got the crowne 
Ptfr.Twas by rebellion gainft his Soueraigne. 

King. I know not what to fay, my title’s weake* 

T dl me,may not a King adopt an heire? 



War. 



a 









York?, wi Henrie the fixt. 

The fecond,in the view otmany Lords, 

Refignde the Crowne to Hawtet he fourth, 

Thinke you that were preiudiciall to the Crow 
Exet. No, for he could not fo refigne the Crowne, 

But that the next heire muft foccecdandra.gne. 

Km. Art thou againft vs, Duke ^ Exete ? 

£xft. His is the right, and therfore pardon me. 

King. All will reuolt from meand turnctoh.m. 

'Not. Plantagenet ,for all the claimc thou lay eft, 

Thinke not king Henrie (hall be thus depofde. 
mr. Depofde he (ball be in defpight of thee. 

Nor. Turn Warwickf, thoa art decciued? US ao«hy 
Southcrne powers of £fiex,Suffolk,Norffolk(> and oiKtnt, 
That makes thee thus prefumptuous and proud. 

Can fet the Duke vp in defpight of me. 

Clif King Henrie be thy title right ox wrong. 

Lord Clifford v owes to fight in thy defence. 

May that ground gape and fwallowmc aliuc, 

Where I do kneele to him that flew my father. 

King. O Clifford, how thy words reuiue my loule. 

Tor! Henrie of Loncafter refigne thy crowne. 

What mutter you, or what confpirc you Lords? 

War . Do right vnto this princely Duke of Torkf> 

Or 1 will fill the houfe with armed men. 

Enter Souldicrs. 

And ouer the Chairc of ftatc where now he fits, 

Write vp his title with thy vfurping bloud* 

King. O Warwick?, heave me fpeake. 

Let me but raigne in quiet whilft 1 liue. 

Tor. Confirme the Crowne to me and to mine heircs. 

And thou (halt raigne in quiet whilft thou liu’ft. 

King. Conuaie die Souldicrs hencc,and then I will. 

A 4, War, 
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War. Captaine 5 condu& them into Tuthili fields. 

CUf What wrong is this vnto the Prince your Sonne/ 1 
War. What good is this for England and himfelfe? 
Tsfrrthum. Bale,fearefull,and despairing Henry. 

Chf How hail'' thou wronged both thy ielfeand vs? 
We(l.l cannot (Uy.to hearc thefe Articles. Exit* 
Cltf Nor I : Come^cofen lets go tell the Queene. 
‘Kforthum. Be thou a praic vnto the houfe of Torke, 

And die in bands for this vnlcingly deed* £ xit* 

Chf.ln dreadfull warremaift thou be ouercome. 

Or liuc in peace abandond and defpifde. £xh 

Sxet. T hey feckc reuengc 3 & therfore will not yceld my Lo 
King. A h Exciter? 

War. Why fhould you figh my Lord* ? 

Ktng. Not for my felfe Lord Warwick*, but my Sonne* 
Whom I vn naturally /hall disinherits 
But be it as it may : I heere intaile the Crowne 
To thee and to thine heires,conditicnally. 

That heere thou take thine oath,toccafe thefe ciuill broile% 
And whilft I liue, to honour me as thy King & Soueraigne* 
Tor. That oath I willingly take and willperforme. 
War.Long liue King Hcn r ry : Plantagenet embrace him. 
Ktnqr. And long liue thou and all thy forward fbnncs. 
?V.Now Torke and Lancafier are reconcildc. 

Exet. Accurft be he that feekes to make them foes* 

Souud T rumpets. 

Tor . My Lord He take my leaue,for ilc to Wakefield 
T o my caftell. . Exit Torke, and his fonnes. 

War , And He keepe London with my Souldiers. Exit . 

Norf. And lie to Norfolkc with my followers. Exit. 

tJM ont . And I to fea from whence I came. Exiu 

Enter the Queene and the Prince* 

Exet. My Lord^heerc comes the Quecnejle fteale away. 
King. Andfo will I. 

Queene. Nay ftaie,or elfe I follow thee. 

King* Be patient gentle Queenc,and then Ilcflaie. 
Queene .What patience can there be? ah timerous mao,. 
T.houhaH Yndoone thy felfe ; thy fonnc,andme a . 

And 









•. rorkeM Miithfi,Ct ; erke 

lad l been th««,thcSouldj«» ^ j would ha ue 

yle on their Launcespo> Th ’p uke is ma dc 

3 raunted to tbcit w • Fattlconbridge 

5 ( oteftor of the Land : : S«™ “ An dthinkft thou then 

Commaundcs the _narr mee Henry 

rofleepefecurc?l heere d« f p aikmcnt 

From day bed, vntiU that A houfe 0 f Yorkf. 

3erecalde,whetemthouyeeldett » olours , 

XheNorthen 

VViU follow mine,if one y difgrace. 

And fptead they fliall,vn , J auc t hcraheere alone. 

Makes her infune thus forget her fe * . 

Reuenoed may (he be on that accurfed Duke, 

Come cofen of Exeter, ftay thou heere , > 

For Clifford* nd thofe Northen Lords £ 

I fearetowardes WakffeMe, to difturbe the D uke. 




ed,and T{tcbara 3 ana . 

id cofen Montague, giue me leaue to Ipeakc. 

ch. Nay, I can better play the Orator. _ 

Mont. But I haue reafons (hong and forccaole. 

Enter the Dub? of Torke. 

'Tor.How now fonnes?what at a iarre amoog. } our e ues 
Kh.tio father, but a flvectc contention, about mat which 
concernes your felfe and vs;The Crowne ot England father. 

York. The Crowne boy? Why Henn& yet aliue, 

. i t i • n iU*\ nione in duiet till nis death. 






hundred oathes to raigne one 
ace to giue me leaue, (yeafe* 



wwwu jj.vj 

£mv.But I would breakc an 
^.Andifhpl«f cyour g ra{eto 

AnddiK n 8 7 “ the Wa y tofauc y° ur oath 
And difpofrefle king Henry from the Crowne. 

^.Iprcthce^ktmcheare 

Rich. I hen thus my Lord. An 

nZfeT^T b f toreal aw&UMagi(]rat< 
fZ ,s none ' bl « doth vfurpe your right. 

And yet your grace ftands bound to lim, 

1 hen noble father refolue your ftlfe. 

And once more ckumethe Cro 
1 or - J^aiell diou ldboyfwhv 
lam rejolued to win the crowne or die. 

Withwhom^^ tO f cim0n<iBr0l!i V LorACobhan, 
with whom the Menujhrnsn will willingly rife: 

! b J d the Duke to murter vp his fonkliers, 

And come to me to mkefieldprcCcndy. 

A f ,° Londm draightlhalt poaft. 

And bid Rpnard Nciull Earle of Warwick? ^ 

Jo leaue theCitte ; and with his men of war 

M° ‘r% C r at <a .' nt elates hence, * 

My ,dft; hecrc in Sandall callle will prouide 
Uoth men and money to furder ourattempts 
Now what newesf 1 p „ . , - 

Accompanied with die Earles o( Cumberland, 

A j re went bet Linden d Weflmt r landau d others of the 

T C rr°j £r,arC marching towards Wakefield, 

I o bcficdgeyou in your Caftle hecre, 

r l Enter Strjohn and Sk Hugh Mortimer, ' 

1 erke A Gods name let them come, ' Coufen tJWonuu 
gut poall you liencel and boies,llay you with 

Sir Iehrt and Sir Hugh eJMmimers mine vn cl 
‘ ' f re welcome to Smdall in an happy houre, 
i he armie of the Queene means to befiedge vs, 

Sir 



Yorht^nd B erne thefixt. 

SktM She IM no, n«dm, h " S' 

Tor. What with flue thoufand fouldiers vnde> ( n 
RichX father, with fine hundred for a~noed, 

A woman’s generall,what (hould you feare/ 

A r«nlndeed many brauc battailcs haue I won 
In Normandy, when as the enemic .. , . 

Hath bin ten to one: and why fhould I now doubt 
Ofthc like fucccflcM am refolu’d ; Come lets go. p xiUil t 
iX,Lets martch away.I heare their drums. €*»* 

^Urmes, and then enter the yourgTarkof . - 

'%utUnd,andhisTutor. 

Tutor. Oh flie my Lord, lets leaue the Cadle, 

And flic to Wal' x efidd ftraighr,. 

Enter Clifford- <»• > 

Tjtt.O Tutor lookc where bloody Clifford comer. 

Chaplin awaie.thy prieflhood faucs thy hie, 

A s for die brat of diat accurfed ©uke 
Whofe fadierflew my father, he.fliall die. 

Tfttor.Oh Clifford (pare this tender Lord, leaf, heauen 
Reuengeiton thy head : Oh faue his life. t 

Ci/iSouldiers awaie,and drag him hence perforce.* 

Awaie with die villainc. c.v/f die Chaplin. 

How now, what dead already for is it fcarethat 
Makes him clofe his eiesflle open them. 

Rat. So lookes the pent vp Lion on the Iambe, 

And fo he walkes infulttng ouer his prai?. 

And fo he turnes againe to rend his linibes in funders 
Oh Otford 3 m me with thy fword,and 
Not with fuch a cruell threatninglookc. 

I am to meane a fubieft for thy wrath, 

Be thou rcuengd on men and let me Hue. 

CUf . In vaine thou fpeakeft: poore boy : my fathers blood. 
Hath ftopt the paflfage where thy words (hould enter, 

2%. Then let my fathers blood ope it againe. 

He is a mamand Clifford^ cope vyith him. 

Clifi Had I thy Brethren heere,their hues and thine 
Were not reuenge fufficient for me, 

Ba> Or 
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Or fhould 1 digvp thy forefathers graues, - 
And hang their rotten coffins vp in chain es. 

It could not flake mineirfe,tior eafe my heart. 

The fight ofany of the houfe of York?, 

Is as a furic to torment my foule. 

Therfore till I roote out that curfed line. 

And leaue not oneon earth, lie line inhdf therfore. 

Rut. O let me pray, before I take my death, 

T o thee I praie,fweet (fujford pittie me. 

Clif . I %h pittie as my rapiers point affoardes. 

I neuer did thee hurt, wherefore wilt thou kill me? 
Clif Thy father hath. 

‘Rut. But twas ere I was borne: 

Thou haft one foitnc,for his Jake pittie me, 

Leaft in renengc chereof,fith God is iuft. 

He be as miierablie Jlaiue as I. 



Ob Jet me liue in pnJon all my daies, 

And when l giue occafion of offence. 

Then let me die/or now thouhafl no caufe, 

Clif Nocaufc?Thy Father flew my father, therefore die. 
Tlantagenet^l come Pfontagem , 

And this thy Sonnes blood cleauing to my blade, 

Shall ruft vpon my wcapomtill thy blood 

Congcald with his, do make me wipe off both. Exit* 



formes* Enter the T)ti\e ofTorfy fobs* 

7cr t Ah Toffy, poaft to thy Caflle,faue thy life. 

The goale is loft j thoii houfe of [ 7ancaflcr y 
Thrice happie chauncc it is for thee and thine, 

T hat heauen abridgde my daies, and calls me hence 
But God knowes what chaunce hath betide my fonne ? . 

, But this] know.they haue demeand themfclucs. 

Like men borne to’renowneby lift or death: 

1 hree times this daie cam cTichard to my fighr. 

And cried^ourrage Father : Vidtorie.or death. 

And twice (o oft came Edward to my view. 

With purple Faulchen painted to the hi Jes, 

In blood ofthofevvhomhehad fliughtered. 



Oh 









rorke^ndHenrkthefixt. 

i Th.aretheDni tnineS! ^ OW n^ t0 ^ lC 

&^f'r heMellbr ‘ 

And here my life muft end. 

Clif i to fuch mercie as his ruthtull arme 
N ow Phaeton hath tumbled from 

So defperace t£cu» .11 hopd.flo ofdieu liun. 

Breath out inueaiues gamlf die officers. 

Xorke. Oh Clifford, yet bethmkc dice once againc. 

And in thy mindc orcrun my former time} 

And bite thy tongue that flaundrell him with coward*, 
Whole verie looke hath made thee quake ere diis. 

Clif.l will not bandic with thee word tor word, 

But buckle widi thee blovves twife two ior one* 

CWf.Holde valient Clifford, for a dioulatul caufcs, 

T would prolong the traitours life a while. , 

Wradi makes him deafe/peake thou Tfo; thumb erlatuL 
Nor. Hold Clifford,do not honour him io much, 

To prickethy finger, though to wound liis hcans 
What valour were it whin a curre doth grin. 

For one to thruft his hand beewerie his teeth. 

When he might fpurnc himwith his ioote away? 

Tis warresprifeto take all aduantages. 
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Aad ten to one^is no impeach in Warrcs. 

Fight, and takf him. 

Clif. I 5 r,fo Briuesthe Woodcocks with the gin. 

North. So doth the Cunnic druggie with the ncc. 

Tork^ So triumphes Theeuei vpon their conquered booty* 
So true men yeeld by robbers oucr-matcht.. 

North, What will your grace haue done with him? 
Queen. Braue warriours,C//^r^and Tfortiwmbcrlando 
Come make him (land vpon this Moulehill Here,. 

That aymrfc at Mountaines with autdrecchcd armc. 

And parted but the /haddow with his hand. 

Was it you that rebel de in our Parliament, 

And made a preachment of your high dcfccnc? 

Where are your ffieffe of Sonnes to backc-you now? 

The wanton :EAtoard 3 zn6. the lullie George? 

Or where is that valiant QW^W% prodcgie? 

7)ich<y your Boy,tlvJt with his grumbling voyce, 

W-as worn to chcarchis Dad in mutenics/’ 

Or amongd chered 3 where is your darling Rutland? 

Lookc Torkc'y I dipt this.Napkin in the blood 
Th at va 1 i a n t Clifford wi th his R apjer poy n c. 

Made iffue from the boofome of thy Boy: 

And if thine eyes can water for his death, 

1 giue thee this, to dry thy checkcs withall. 

/das poor cTorkg, But that I hate thee much, 

J fhonld lament thy mi/erable date: >r 

I.prethee grieue,to make me merry, Torfyi 
Stainpejrauejaadfrctjthat I may fing and daunce. 
What. ? hath thy fierie hart lo partcht thine entrailes. 

That not a ceare can fall for Rutlands death? 

Thou wouldd be feeds I fee to make me fport. 

Torkp cannot fpeake,vnleffehe wearc a Crowne. 

A Crown eforTorh? and Lords bow low to him? 

So : hold you his Hands while! do.fj: it on, 

I, now lookes he like a King, 

This is he that tooke King Henries Chaire, 

And this is he was his adopted heire, 

Buthow is it that great Vlantagenet^ 



s 




V 
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forke, m^Bcnrk the Jlxt. 

Is crownd fo foone,and broke his holyoath? 

As I bethinke me, you fliould not be King, 

Till our Henrie had Ihookc hands with death* 

And will you impale your head with Henriet glorte. 

And robbe bis temples of the Diadem 
Nowin his lifc,againft your holy oath / 1 
Oh, tis a fault too too vnpardonable. 

Off with the Crowne, and with the Crowne his head, 

And whilll wc brcath,take time to doc him dead. 

Chf. Thats my office,for my fathers death. 

Queen* Yet Bay, and lets hearc the Onions he makes. 
Tork-Shc wolte of France, but worfe chan wolues of France, 
Whofe tongue more poyfonM than the Adders tooth? 

How ill bdeeming is it in thy fexe. 

To triumph like an Amazonian trull 
Vpon his woes 3 whom Fortune captiuaces? 

But that thy face is vizard like,vncnanging, 

Madcimpudcnt by vfcofcuilldcedcs; 

I would affay, proud Q^cenc to make thee blufii: 

To tell thee of whence thou arr,from whom dcriuMc, 

T were (hame enough to iHame thee, were thou not fhamlcs, 
Thy/athcr beares the ripe of King of Tuples, 

Of both the Sifsilcs and lcrufalem, 

Y et not fo wcalthic as an Englifh Y eoman. 

Hath chat poorc Monarch caught thee to infulc? 

It ncedes not,or it bootes tlace not proude Qticcne, 

Vnieffe the Adage muft be verefide. 

That Beggers momucd,runnc their horfe to death, 

Tis beautie^hat oft makes women proud. 

But God he wocs,chy /hare thereof is fmail. 

Tis goucrnemcntjthat makes them mod admirde. 

The contrarie doth make thee wondred at f 
Tis vertue makes them fecmedcaine, 

The want thereof makes thee abhominable. 

Thou art as oppofite to eucry good 3 
As the Antipodes are vnto vs: 

Or as the South to the Scpcencrion. 

Oh 1 ygers hart, wrapt in a womans hide! 

B 4 . How 
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How couldft thou draine thchfe bloud ot the child*,. 

T o bid the father wipe his eyes withall, 

And yet be feene to beare a womans face? 

Women arc n#lde,pictifull, and flexible. 

Thou induratc^fternejToaghjremorcelefle, 

Bids thou me ragef why now thou had thy will; 
Would’fthaue me weepc. ? why fo thou had thy wifli. 

For rageuig windes blowes vp a dormc of teares. 

And when the rage alayes,the raine begins. 

Thefe tcares are my fweete Rutlands obfequies. 

And euery drop, begges vengeance as it falles. 

On thee fell Clifford , and die falfe French woman, 

Tforth. Before w me,but his pasfions mooue me fo. 

As hardly can I checke mine eyes from teares. 

Torl\e. That face ofhis, the hungry Cannibals 
Could not haue to ucht, would not haue daind with bloods 
But you are more inhumaine,more inexorable, 

0 ten times more then Tygcrs of Arcadia . 

See rurihlcfle Qucene a haplcffc fathers teares, 

This cloth thou dipts in bloud of my fweete Boy, 

And loe, with teares I wafo the bloud away. 

Kcepc thou the Napkin,and goeboad of chat: 

And if thou tell the heauie dorie well, 

Vpon my foule,the hearers will (head teares., 

I,eucn my foes will died fad falling teares. 

And fay; Alas, it was a pirteous deed. 

Here, take the Crownc; and with the Crowncmy curne* 
And in thy need/uch comfort come to thee. 

As now I reape at thy two cruell hands. 

Hard-harted Clifford , take me from die worlde, 

My fouleto heauen,my bloud vpon your heads. 

North. Had he bi^flmghterman to ail my kin, 

1 could not chufc but weepe with him to fee, 

How inlie anger gripes his harr. 

^we.What weeping ripe, my Lord Northumberland? 
Thinke but vpon the wrong he did vs all. 

And that will quickly drie your melting teares. 

C//,Thears forminc oath,dicarsformy fathers death.. 

Queen- 
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yorfaand Heme theftxt. 

Om. And thcars to right our gentle harted kind. 

Tor. Open thy gates oT mercie gracious God, 

So^iSy OKifookethe (owns ofWfe. 

Enter Edward and Richard \with drum 
and Saddiers. 

Edw t After this dangerous fight and hapletfc warre. 

How doth my noble brother Richard fare? 

Rich. I cannot ioy vntill I be refolu’d, 

Where our right valient father is become. 

How often did I fee him beare himfelfe. 

As doth a Lion midft a heardc of neate. 

So fled his Enemies our valient father. 

Me thinkestis pride enough to be his Sonne. 

T hre Sitmies appear e in the airc. 

Edw. Loe how the morning opes her golden gates, 

And takes heffarcwell of the glorious Sutine, 

Dafell mine eiesfor do I fee three Sunnes? 

Rich . Three glorious Suns, not feperated by a racking 
But feuered in a pale cleere fhining skie. " , fcloudc. 
See, fee, they ioyne,cmbrace,andfecmc to kiffe. 

As ifthey vowde fome league inuiolatc: 

Now are they but one Iampe,one light,one Sunne, 

In this the heauens doth figure fome euenc. 

Edw. I thinke it cites vs brother to the field. 

That we the Sonnes ofbrauc Rlmagenet, 

Alreadie each one Aiming by his meed 
Mayioynein oneandouerpecre the world. 

As this the earth, and therefore henceforward, 
lie beare vpon my Targec^hreeFaire foining Sunnes, 

But whit art thou that looked fo heauHie. ? 

tAief.Oh one that was a wofull looker on, 

When as the noble Duke oiTorkf wasflaine. 

Edw. Oh fpcake no more, for I can hearc no more. 

Rich. Tell on thy tale/or I will heare.it all. 
zM ^CWhcn as the noble Duke.was put to flight, 
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And then puriiide by Clifford and die Queens, : 

And many fouidiers moe,who all at once 
Let ciriueac him, and forlt the Duke to yccld: 

And then they let him on a moulliili there, 

4«d crownde the graxjousDuke^n high difpightt 
Who then with teares began to waile his fall. 

Thc'rudilcffe Qusene p e r c eiuing he did weepe, 

Gaue him a hatidkerchcr to wipe his eyes. 

Dipt in the bioud ot fvveece young Jutland 
By rough Clifford Q aine % who weeping tooke it vp, 

T Iren through his brefl they tiiruft their •blpuddxe fyyords, 

Who like a Lambe fell at the butchers feete. 

Then on the gates of2>^<?, -they fet his head, . . i . 

Aivd dicre it doth reniaine,the piteous fpe&ade 
That ere mine cie> beheld* . , ' 

EdVi\ Sweet Duke of2V%,our proppe tolcane vpon s 
No w thou art gone, there is no hope for vs: 

Now my faults paJJace is become a prifon. 

Oh would fife breaks from compaifeof my breaft. 

For neucr fiiall i haue more ioy. 

I cannot weepe,for all my breads mciflure 
Sprlc icrues to quench my furnace burning heart, 

I cannot ioy till this white rofe bedidc, 

Euen in the heart blond of thehoufc ot Lancaftcr. 
f R^chard,\ beare thy name 5 and He reaenge thy deadi. 

Or die my fclfc in feeking ofrcueiige* ^ 

Edw* His name^thac valient Duke hath left with thee, 

JBs chaire and Dukedome,that remaines for me. 

Rich. Nay,if thou be that princely Eagles bird, 

Shew thy difenr by gajzeing gainft the Sunne. 

For Chaire,and DukedoinejThrone 3 and kingdomc faiei 
For either that is thin, e 3 or elfe thou wert not-his. 

Enter the Earle cfW<mvk\e y *JM o ft t ague ^ 
tyith drum, ancient 3 and Saddlers. 

(broad? 

War. Flow now faire Lords: what fare? what newesa- 
jRjch, Ah gentle 'FPfawckffikQiild we but reporte, 

The 



' * * Yorke^vd Heme thefixt. 

The balefull newcs,and at each wordes deliuerance, 

Scab poniardes in our flefh,cill all were toula: 

The words would adae more anguifh then tire woundcs. 

Ah valient tejrdjthc Duke ofT orke isflaine. 

Edw. AWTar c J>kntaaenet, 

Which held thee deare : euen as his foules redemption. 

Is by the Herne Lord Qff or d>&onz to death. 

jrpar* Ten daies agocj drownd drofe newes in teares. 

And now to adde more meafure to you? woes, 

I come to tell you things fince then befalne. , ¥ 

After the blouddic fraie at Wakefield fough t, ' 

Where your bra ue father breath'd his lateft gafpe. 

Tidings asiwlftlie as thepoaft could run. 

Was brought me of your Ioffe, aud his departure. 

I,chen in London, keeper of the King, 

MuHredniy fouidiers, gathered flockes of friends. 

And verie well appointed as I thought, 
jMarcht to faint nAlbons t’enterceptthe Qacenc, 

Bcaringthe King in my behalfc along, 

For by my fcoutesl was aduertifed. 

That fhe was comming,with a full intent 
To dafh your late decree in parliament. 

Touching King Henries heircs,and your fuccefsion. 
*Shortrtalc to make, we at Saint Albons met, 

. Our battailes ioynde,and both lidss fiercelie fought. 

But whether t was the eoldnefleof the King, 

Who lookt fuligeiulic on his warlike Quccnc, 

Thacrobde my fouidiers of their heated ipleenct 
Or whether twas report of his fucceffc, 

Or more then common featcofCltffbrds rigour. 

Who thunders to his Capraines bioud and death, 

I cannot tell : But ^conclude with trudr. 

Their weapons like to lightnings went and came: 

Our Souldiers like the night Owles lazie flight, 

Or like an idle threfher with a flaile, 

Fell gently downe as if they fmote their friends* 

I cheerd them vp with iuflice of the caufe, 

W ich promife of high paie and great rewarded 
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But all in vainc,they had no hearts to fight, 

Nor we in them no hope to win the day , 

So chat we fled. The King vnto die Queene, 

Lord George your brodier,A7io^/^and my fclfc, 
in haft, poll haft,arc come to ioyne widi you. 

For in the marches heere we heard you were. 

Making an other head, to fight againe. 

£dty. rhankes gentle Warwick?; 

How farre hence is the Duke widi his power.? 

A nd when came (jeorge from Burgundie to England? 

War, Some fiue miles off the Duke is with his powers 
Butasforyour brocher,he was lately Tent ' 

From your kind Aunt,Dutches of Burgundie, 

With aide ot fouldiers gainft this needlull warre. 

Rich , T was ods belike when valient Warwick? fled. 
Oft hauc I heard thy praifes in purfute. 

But nere till now, thy fcandall ofretirc. * 

War, Nor now,my fcandall Rtchard y dof\ thouhcarc? 
For diou (halt knowe that this right hand of mine. 

Can pluck the Diadem from faint Henries head, 

And wring the awfull feepterfrom hisfift: 

Were he as famous and as bold in warre, 

As he isfamde for mildncilc,peace,and praier. 

Rich . 1 know it well Lord Warwick ?, blame me not, 

T was Ioue I bare thy glories, made me fpeakc.. 

But in tins troublous time, w hats to be done.? 

Shall we goe throw away our coates of fteele? 

And clad our bodies in blackmourning gownes, 
Numbring our ^4 uemanes with our beades.? 

Orihall we on the helmets of our foes, 

T ell our dcuotion,widi rcuengfull armes.? 

If for the Iaft,faie l,and to it Lords. 

War . Why thcrforc Warwick? came to find you out. 
And therfore comes my brother Montague, 

* Attend me Lords, the proud infuitiug Qtiecnc, 

With Clifford and the haught Northumberland, 

And of their feather many mo proud birdcs, 

Haue wrought thccafic melciag King like waxe. 
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forke, Benrie thefixt, 

Hcrwarcconfcnttoyouriuccefsion, 

“S3, jnrolkd in the Parliament. 

NOT tt ihc h«lfc oflpA'Mi mj. rdfr, 

c..B poem, 

22 .gm. WrldOT«.fo = gH«d. % 

And once againe crie charge vpon the Joe, 

S5 r P clkc 

T £d». Lord Wtrnvicfcon thy fliouldcr willl leane. 

And when Aou&int’ft.muft&W tall; 

wl ^if n” rong« e“h Duk. orr^V. 

The next degree is England* royal 1 King: 

And King ot England lhalt thou be proclaimde. 

In euerie Burrough as we pafle along: 

And he thatcafts not vphis cappefor loy. 

Shall for th’offence make forfeit ofhis head. 

King edvdr&vdiorii Richard^ontague, 

Stay we no longer dreaming of renownc. 

But forward to effedt thefe refolutions. 

Enter a Afcflenger* 

Mef.Tht Duke ofr&folk ? lends you word by roe. 

The Queene is comming with a puiflant power, 

And craucs your company for fpeedy counccll. 

VV'ar. Why then it forts braue Lords, Lets march a way. • 

Exeunt Omnes « 
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Enter the King and Quecnc, Prince Edward, and the Nor* 
thrcn Earles, With c Drumme and SouldUrs r 

Queen. Welcome my Lord, to this braue townc of York?? 
Yonder 5 * the head of that ambitious cncmie 
1 hat fought co be impaled with your Crownc. 

Doth not theobieft pleafeyoureie my Lord? 

/f^.Euen as the rocks pleafe them thatfeare their wracks* 
Withhold reucnge deareGod,tis not my fault, 

Nor wittingly haue I infringdemy vow. 

Chf « My gratious Lord, this too much lemtie* 

And harmefullpicticmuftbelaidcafidc, 

To whom do Lyons ca$ their gentle lookes? 

Not to the beaft that would vfurpe his den . 

Whofe hand is that the fauage Bcare doth I kke? 

Not hiSjtfttt fpoylcs his^yoiiugibefore his face, m 

Who fcapes chelurking Serpe.msmortalilUng? , « - 

Not he that fees his fbote vpon her backe. 

I he fmaileft W oorme will turne,being troden on? 

And Doucs will peckc,in refcue.of their broodc. 

Ambitious Yorl\e did leu ell at thy Crown e. 

Thou fnylingjVvhilcthe knit his angry browes. p 

Hec but a Duke,woald haue his fonne a King, 

And raife hisiflue like a louing fire. 

Thou being aKing,bleIl with a goodly fonne* 

Didff giue confenc to disinherite him; 

Which argude thee a moft vnnaturall'fathejr. 

Vnrcafonable creatures feed their young, 

And though mans face be fearefull to their eyes, 

Yet in protc&ion of their tender ones* 

Who hath not fccnethem epen -with rhofe fame wings 
Which they haue fometime vfde hvfearefull flight, ° • • 

Make warre with him, that climes vnto their -neli, 

Offring their ovvneliucs,in their younges defence? 

For (liame my Lord, make them yourprefident; 

Were it not pittic that this goodly Boy, 

Sheuld lofe his birth-right through his fathers fault? 

And long hereafter fay vnto his child?, 

What 
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What my great Grandfather and Grandfire got* 

My carcidlc farher,tpndiy gaue away? 

Looke on the Boy,andlethis manly tace/ 

Which promiieth iucceflefull fortune to vs all 3 
Steele thy melting thoughts, 

To keepc thine ownc,aud ieaue thine owns with him. 

King, full well hath Clifford play dc the Orator 3 
Inferring arguments oimightie force. 

But teil thou nquer yet heare tell. 

That thinges euill got,had eucr badiuc^elfe; 

And happie cucrwas it for thatfonne, 

Whole lather for his hoording,vyenc to hell? 

I Ieaue my fonne my vertuous deedes behind, 

And would my lather h^d left n3jC no more; 

For all the reft is helde at fuch a rate* 

As ask es a thouland cpnes more care to keepe, 

Then may the prelent profite coUntcxuailc. 

Ah cofen Yorke, would chy t>efl friendcs did know. 

How it doth grieue me, that thy head fiandes there* 

Quee. My Lptd, thisharnucful pittic makes your followers 
You promiid ^nighthcpd.toyour princely lonnc, (huuu 
Vnlheath your (word, and liraighc do bub him Knight. 
Koeele downe E award. 

King . Edward PUntagenec>zxifa a Knight, 

Andlcarne this leilon Boy, Draw thy iword in right. 

"Trine. My gratious father, by your kingly Ieaue, 
lie draw it as appatant to the Crownc, 

And ih that quarreilvfe it to the death. 

NortJj.W hy that is fpoken like a toward Prince/ 

Enter a Afefanger. 

*-714 ef. Royall Commaunders,bc in readinefle. 

For with aband olfiftiethoufand men, 

Comes WarWicke backing of the Duke of Yorke; 

And in the T. owncs whereas they palfe along, 

Proclaymes him King,a^d many flies to him; 

Prepare your Batcailes,for they be at hand. 

T - ^ ^ D^°uldyour Highncfie would depart the fields 
i he .(^deene hath bell luccelfe vvhenygi; art abfenr, 

Qmn* 



f-niMr 





m 




The Trdgcdie of Richard D.of 

j Queen. Do good my'Lord;and leauc vs to our fortunes. 
Kwg. Why thats iny fortune,thercfore Ilcftay ftill. 
Clifford. Be it with refolution then to fight. 

Prince. Good father cheerc chefe noble Lordcs, 

V nflhcath your fword,(wecte father cry Saint George. 
C/ff.Pitch we our Battell hcre,for hence We wil not moue 

Enter the houfe of Y orhe. 

Edw. Now peri urd Henry y wilt thou yeeld thy Crowne? 
And kneclc for mercy at thy Soueraigoes feete? 

Quee. Goe race thy minions proud infulting boy. 
Becomes it thee to be thus malcperc. 

Before thy King and lawfull Soueraignc** 

Edty. I am his King,and he fliould bend his knee, 

I was adopted heire by his confent; * 

Cjcorg. Since when, he hath broke his oath. 

For as we heare,you that are King, 

Though he do wcare the Cro wne, 

Haue caufde him by new a& ofParliamenc 
To blot our brother out,and put his owne fonne in. 

Chf And reafon (feorge . Who {hould fucceedthe father, 
but thefonnc. ? 

Rkh. Are you their butcher? y orc * 

Qf. I Crookback # here I (land to anfiverc thee, or any ot your 
Rich. T was you that kild young Rutland , was it not? 

Clif Yes,and olde York e too, and yet not fatisfide. 

Rich. For Gods fake Lorde$,giue fynald to the fight* 
yyiir. What fay ft thou Henry? wilt chou yeeld thy crowned 
Queen . What, long tongde War. dare you fpeake? . 

When you and I met at Saint Albor.es laft. 

Your legges did better feruice then your handes. 

War. I, then ewas my curnc to flee,butno w cis chine. 

Clif. You fa'yd fo much before, and yet you fled. 

IVariT was not your vallour Clifford ^ that droue me thence, 
NorthuM.Nopor your manhood W ^rry/c^that could make 
you ftay. 

Rich. Nort hnmberland, Nfrthurn her land, we holder bee ro 
uerently. BreakcofFcheparliejfor fearfe lean refraine the 
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(xecucion of my big fwotne heart, agai'ift , ^ at tberej 

%L I like a villaine 5 and a trecherous coward. 

As thou didli m oar. cei ? dc f (fpeake, 

BU X^Haue' doneTich wordes great Lords, and heare me 
Out w.Dcfie dhem thenar els hold dole thy lips. 

Km. I prethe'e giue no limits to my tongue, 
lam a King and preuilcdgde to fpeake ■ . = , 

Clif. My Lord.the wound that bred this meeting w ? 

Cannot be cur’d with wordes, therefore be ftill . 

Rich. Then Executioner vnfbeath thy Hvotd, 

By him that made vs all 1 am refolu’de. 

That cMurd manhood hangs vpon his tongue. 

Ed\\. What laid thou Henritfi hall 1 haue my rig uo 
A thoufand men hSfac broke their lad: to cuy, 

That here Hi all dine, vniefle thou yeeld the crownc. 

War. If thou denie.their blonds be. on thy head, 

For Yorke in iuftice puts his armour on. 

Erin. Jfali be right th&Wamti k? laies is right, 

There is no wrong, but all things mull be rights 

Rich. Whofoeucr got thec,there thy mother itands. 

For well I wot, thou haft thy Mothers tongue. 

Qiicc. But. thou arc neither like thy fire nor dam* 

Eutlike a foule mifhapen Stygmatickc, 

Maikc by the deftinies^to be auotded 
As v.enomc Toades,or Lizards fainting looked 
Rich. Iron of Naples ,1^1 with EngUfti gilt. 

Thy Father beares the title ofa King, 

As if a channell (hould be calde the Sea; 

Sham’ft not, knowing from whence chou art derufde. 

To parlie thus with England! lawfull heires? 

Eefyr. A wiipe offtrawe were worth a thoufand crowncs, 
T o make that ihameleffc Callet know her ielfe, 

Thy husbands Father reueld in die heart of Ffaunce, 

And tamdc the French,and made the Dolphin ftoope: 

And had he matcht according to his ftatc, 
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He might haue kept that glorie till this day. 

But when he tooke a begger to his bed, 

And grac’d thy poore fire with his bridall day: 

Then chat fun-fhine bred a fhowre for him, 

Which waflit his fathers fortunes out of Fraunce, 

And hcapt feditions on his crovvne at home. 

For what hath niou’d thefe tumults but thy pride? 

Hadft thou bin meeke,our title yet had flept. 

And we in pictieofthe gentle King, 

Had flipcour chime vntill an other age. 

George .But when we faw our Sommer brought the gainc, 
And that the harueft brought vs no encrcafe, 

We fet the axe to thy vfurping roote: 

And though the edge hauc fomthing hit our felucs* 

Yet knowthou } we will neucr ceafcto ftrike, 

Till we haue hewen thee downe, 

Or bath’d thy growing with our heated bloods. 

Edw* And in this refolution I defie thee. 

Not willing any longer conference. 

Since thou denieft the gentle King to fpcake. 

Sound trumpets,iec our blouddiccollours waue, 

And either vi<ftorie,orelfe a graue, 

Queens. Staie EdWardft aie* 

Edw. Hence wrangling, vvomanjle no longer fiaie. 
Thy words will coft ten thoufand liues to day. 

Exeunt Omnes . osihrmes. 

Enter pVnrVeicfy. 

l r Par. Sore fpent with toilers runners with the race, 

I lay me do wne a Jitle while to breath, 

For ftrokes receiu\l,and many blowes repaide, 

Hathrobde my (Irong knit fine wes oftheirftrength. 

And forccper force needes mud I yeeld my felfe. 

Enter Edward. 

Edw. Smile gentle heauens,or ftrike vngcntle death. 
That we may die,vnlefle we gaine the daic. 

What farall fhrre malignant frownes from heauen, 

Vpon the hnrmletfe line of 2 \rk$s true houfe? 

Enter Cjeorgc. 



George. 



Jor^md Henric thefixt. 

Geor. Come brother, come.lets to the geld agame, 

For yetthcres hope enough to win the daie: 

Then let vs backeto cheere our fainting croopes. 

Left they retire now we haue left the field. 

Way. How now my Lords? what hap,what hope o good 

Enter Richard running* 

RickAh JVarwkke,wh y haft thou withdra wne thy fAtc; 
Thy noble father in thq thick eft throngs, 

Cride ftill for Warwicks his th rice valient fonne, 

Vntill with thoufand fwords he was befet, 

And manie wouudes made in his aged breft: 

And as he totering fate vpon his fteedc> 

He waft his hand to me and cried aloud: 

^Wcommend me to my valient fonne,. 

And ftill he cried, Warwick* reuenge my death. 

And with thofe words he tumbled of his horfc. 

And fo the noble Szlsbirrie gauc vp the Ghoft. 

War. Then let the earth b£ drunken with his bloud, 

He kill my horfe becaufe I will not flic: 

And heere to God of heauen I make a vow, 

Neuer to pafle from forth this bloody field. 

Till I am full reuenged for his death. 

Edw. Lord Warwick?* 1 doe bende my knees with thine, 
And in that vow, now ioync my foule to thee. 

Thou fetter vp and puller downe of Kinges, 

Vouchfafe a gentle vi&orie to vs. 

Or let vs die before we loofc {he d ay. 

(jeorg. Then let vs hafte to cheare the Soifidicrs harts. 

And call them pillers that will ftandto vs, 

And highly gromife to remunerate 

Their truflie feruice, in thefe dangerous warres. 

Rich, Come,comeaway,and (land not to debate. 

For yet is hope of fortune good enough. 

BrotnerSjgiue me your handes, and let vs part. 

And take our leaues, vntill we mecte againe. 

Where ere it be,in heauen or in earth. 

Now I that neuer wept,nowmclt in woe. 

To fee thefe dire milhaps continue fo. Wamifhf farewell, 

“ - " P a. War, 
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War. A\vay,awav>once more fwcct Lords farewells 

Exeutit Omm $t 

jAUrmes,4ndthen enter ‘Richard at one dore 9 
and Cliff ird at an other . 

‘Rich. A Clifford a Clifford. 

Clif.h Richard a Richard. 

Rich. Now Clifford^ for York ? and young Rutlands dz&ih 9 
This thirftie fword that longs to drinkethy bloud, 

Shall loppe thy limbes,and flice thy curfed heart, 

For to reuenge die numbers thou haft made. 

Cl if. Now Richard, I am with diee here alone. 

This is the hand thac fiabd thy father Yorke, 

And riiis the hand that flew thy brother Rutland: 

And beer** the heart that triumphs in their deaths. 

And chceres diefe hands that Hew thy fire and brother* 

To execute the like vpon thy lclfe, 

And fo haueatthee, 

zsfiarmcsjhey fight >and then enters Warwick^ andrefues 
Richard, and then Exeunt omnes. Alarm ts 
Ti ill, and then enter Henne Joins . 

Tien. Oh gracious God of heauen looke downc on vs. 

And fet fomecndcs to thefe inceilant griefes, 

How like a maitjefle fhip vpon the Seas, 

This wofuli battaile doth continue ftih: 

Now leaning this way, novvro that fidedrine, 

And none doth know to wlvoine the day will fall. 

■Q would my death might (lay thefe crucll iarrei>S 
Would I had ncuer raigude^nor nere bin king. 

<l TMargret and Clifford , chide me from die field, ' f 

Swearing they had beft luccefle when I was thence? 

Would God that I were dcad 3 fo all were well. 

Or would my crowne fuftice,! were concent. 

To yeeld it them and liue a priuate life. 

Enter a Souldier with a dead man in his armes r 

SoulflW blovves the wind that profit* no bodie, 

This man that. I haue flaine in fight to day 
May be poffeflcd offome flore ofCrownes^ 
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Torke, and Heme the fixt. t ' 

Anri T will fearch to find e them if 1 1™, ' lrA 

Oh I tis he;Whotn I haue flaine in fig » 

Oh p.rdon God. ljcnev.no. wha. MM, 

A ” jp i 

a Jon/. Lie Mm 

JSIow let me fee what ftetc of gold thou halt, 

But flay, me thinUes tins is no f amous face. 

Oh**, fc my Son,,,- .1... tm 
O monflrous times, begetting fuc-h cucn , 

How truell,bloodie,and ir^ious. 

This deadly quarrcll daily doth beget 
Poore boy diy father gaue the life to late, 

Wliilfi Lions warre,and battaile for their dens, 

Poore Lambs do feel.c the rigour of their wraths. 

The Red rofc and the Whight are on his face. 

The fatall coloqrs of our ftriumg hou les, 

Wyther one Rofe,and let the other flonrilh.- 
For if you firiuciten thouland hues muft penfh 
i Soul. How will my Mother for my fathers death, 

Take ou with me,and nere be fat.shdc? 

i.SohI. How will my wife forflaughter of her fonne, 
Take on withme^ndnerebe fatisfidc? . «■. ? 

King. How will the people now mifdeeme their lvm 0 . 
Oh would my death their mindcs could fatisfie. 

i .Soul. Was cuer fonne fo rude,his fathers blood to fpill. 
a.SouL Was eucr father fo vnnaturall Ins tonne to kill.' 
King. Was euer King thus grecud and vexed uih- 
i Soul. lie beare thee hence from this accurfed place; 

For woe is me to fee riny fathers face. 

Exit with his father. 

2 t Sonl. lie beare thee hence, and let them fight that will, 

D3. 






1 n T rageaie of Richard D . of 
For I haue murdrcd where I fiiould not kill. 

if u Exit.witbhis fottne . 

ttf r lr ^fepe wretched m «Mie lay thee teare for tcare, 
xiere lies a King, as wo? begoneas thee, 

<sAkrmu,and enter the Queene. 

A^ay my Lord, to Barwick prefcntly, 

J he day is loft, our friendes are murdered. 

No hope is left for vs; therefore away. 
rr, ■ _. . Enter Prince Edward, 

nnee. Oh father flic, our men haue left the Field? 

Take horfc fweete father 5 ler v s faue our feiues. . 

Enter Exeter. 

Exet. A way my Lord/or vengance come alone with him- 
Nay.ftand not to expoftulate; make hade, S ' 

Urdf CC0mc after, lleaway before, 

• Hen. Nay ftay good Exeter, for lie along with diee. 

Enter Cltfforfmimded pith an arrow in his nechc. 
f J J- riecreburncs my canqlc out. 

That whilft it Iafted,gaue ktng Henry light. 

A. i Lantaferdi fearc thine ouerthrow, 

More then my bodyes parting from my foule. 

;> Jy loue and teare,glude many friendes to diee, 

, “® n ? w 1 Q'c.diat tough commixture melts, 
repairing Henry ftrengchcned mifproud 
1 he common people fvvarme like fommer 
And whither flies the Gnats, but to the Sunnef 

Alb/', 5 n ' > ‘ nCS now but Henries enemie? 

Oh PhcebusMdCt thon ncuer giuenconfent 
imPnaem^d checkethy fierie f (cedes, 

I hy burning carre had neuerfcorcht the eardi. 

And Henry hadft thou liu’d as Kings lliould doc. 

And as thy fathered his father did, 

Giuing no footc vnto the houfe o (Torkf, 

J,and ten thoufand hi this wofull land. 

Had left no mourning Widdowes for our dcathes: 

And thou this dav hsrift Ti : n p eacf 

" P ? 



, vviaaowesrorourdcathe 1 

And thou this day hadft kept thy Throne in pea, 
l/or what doth chcrifh Wccdes but gentle Aire. ? 



And 




Yorki t and Henrie the fixt. 

And what makes robbers bold, but lenetie? 

Bootelefle are plaintes, and curelcffc are my woundcs: 
Noway to flie.no ftrengthto hold our flight: 
Thefoeismercilefle.and will notpittic me. 

And attheirhandesl haue deferude nopittie. 

The aire is got into my bleeding wonndes. 

And much effufeof blood doth make me faint: 

Come Torke and Richard, Warwick ?, and the rclt, 

3 ftabde your fathers.no w come fplit my breft. 



Enter EdwarddRdhard, and Warwick, 
and Souldiers . 

Edw. Thus farre our fortunes ke epcs an vpward cowfc. 
And wc are graft with wreathes of vidlorie: 

Some troupes purfue the bloodie minded Queenc 3 
That now towardes Rarwickf doth poftc amaine, 

But thinkc you that Clifford is fled away with them? 

War. No,tis imposfiblehe £hould efcapet 
For though before his face I fpeake the wordes. 

Your brother Richard markt him for the grauc, 

And where fo ere he be,I warrant him dead. 



Clifford grones jtni then dyed. 

£d\v. Harkc,what foule is this that takes his heauic Icaue? 
Rich. A deadly grone,like life and deaths departure. 

£dfy. See who it is, and now the battailes ended. 

Friend or foe,!et him be friendly yfed* 

Rich. Reuerfe that doome of incrcie, for tis Clifford , 

Who Jkild our tender brother Rutland, 

And ftabd our princely Duke oiTorke . 

War. From offthe gates of Torhj fetch downc die head. 
Your fathers head which Qfford placed there, 

In ftead of that, let his fupply the roomc. 

Meafure for mcafure mu ft be anfwercd. 

£dvs>. Bring foorth that fatall skritch-Chvk to our houfe. 
That nothing fung to vs but blood and death. 

Now his y 11 boding tongue no more fhall ipeake f 
War. I thinke his vnderftanciing is berefo 

Say 






TheT rngedie of Richard IX. af\ 

Say Clifford , d o fteK on know who fpeakes to thee f 
Darke doudie death orefliadcs his beames oflife, 

Andhe nor fees nor hearesvs what welay, . > . - - 
Rich, Oh would he did,andfo perhaps he doth* 

And tis his poJiicie in rhe time ofdeath, 

He might auoyde iiich bitter ftormes as he 
In his houre of dcadi did giue vnto our father, 

Geor. Richard ,if thouthinkeft fo, vex him with eger words© . 
Rich, (fliffomp&ke mcrrie,and obtaine no grace. 

Ed\\>. Clifford* repent in bootlcfle penitence. 

War, Cliff or d,.6zu\{c excufcs for thy fault* 

Cjeorge . Whilfl: we deuife fell rortures for thy faulc. 

Rich, Thou pittiedil2’(?l^? ? and I am fonne to Yorke, . 
£<Av,Thou pittiedft Rutland * and 1 will pittie thee. 

Cjeorg. Where’s captaine Margaret to fence you now? 

War . T hey mockc thee Cliff or d;f\\c. 2 TQ as thou waftwontv 
• Rich. What aoc-.aa oatH?Nay then,rknow heeVdead..; i 
Tis hard, when Clifford cannot foord his friend an oath. . 

By thisd know hee’s dead;and by my foule, 

Would this right hand buy but an howers life, 

That r in all contempt might raile at him. 

3de cut it cff,and with die ilfuing blood, 

Stifle the villaine, whole initanchcd thirfl, 

To'ke and young Rutland could not famfic. 

War, I, but he is dead; off with the rraytors heat?, 

And reare it in the place your fathers ftandes.. 

And now to with ttiumplmnt march, \ ;i - - 

There to be trowned England* law full ’Kingr 

From thence fhall WarWncke crofle the feast a Frame,, 

And a^ke the Ladic Rom for thy Qucencj 
So ilaalc thou Anew both thefe Landes toguher: 

And hauing F/aance thy frtend, thou needlincit dread. 

The Mattered foe,that hopes to rife agataev r - 
And though they cannot greatly (lingtohurr, 

"Yet ldoke to haue thembufie, to offend thine cares. 

Fir A Ik fee the coronation done, 

Aad afccrwardlie crofle the Teas to Frame, 

To effed this marriage, i£ic plcafe my Lord/ 

Edv?± 
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rorhe^and tfetirh thefixt. 

Edw. Euen as thou wilt, good Wjtrmcke let it be:, 

Rich. Let me be Duke of Clarmr, George oUjloftcr. 
For Gloftcrs Dukedome is too ominous. 

War. Tu(h,thats a childifh obferuation. 
n?ir Uk Duke of Glofter. Now to London, 



Enter tWo Keepers with boW and or r o'Wes. 

Keeper. Come, lets cake our (hades Vpon this hill, 

And by and by the Deere will come this way: 

But flay, here comes a manners liflen him awhile. 

Enter King H enrie difgittfdc. 

Hen . From Scotland am 1 ftolnc euen of pure Iouc, . 

And thus difguifde,to greet my natiue land. 

No, Henrie no, It is no land of thine, 

No bending knee will call thee Cafar now, 

No humble futers fues to thee for right : 

For how canft thou helpe thcm,and not thy felfe? 

Keeper ; I marry fir.hcre is a Deere, his skin is a Keepers fee. 
Sirra (land clofe; for as I thinke, this is the King, 

King Edwardhzth depofcle. 

Hen . My Queene & fonne, poore foules.are gone to France, 
And(as I hearcjthe great commau riding Warwick ?> 

To increate a marriage with the Lady Rona: 

If this be true, poore Queene and Sonne, 

Your labour is but fpenc in vaine: 

For Lewis is a Prince foonc wonne with wordcs, 

A nd Warwick? is a fubtill Orator t 
He laughes and. fay cs, his Edvard is inftalde. 

She weepes, and fayes,her Henrie is depofde: 

He on his right hand, asking a wife for Edward* 

She on his left fidc,crauing ayde for Henrie . 

Weeper. What arc thou that talkes of Kings and Queenes? 

Hen. More then I feeme; for lclTc I fliould not be. 

E. A 
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A man at Jeaflyand more I cannot be, 

And men may taike ofKingsjand why not J? 

Keep . I,but thou taikeft as if thou were a King thy fclfe* 
Hezj.Why fo I am in minde, though notinffiewc. 

Keep. And if thou be a King, where is thy Crowned 
Hen. My crowne is in my heart,not on niyhead. 

My crowne is cald Content^ crowne that Kingos do feldme 
times cnioy* 

Kecp.&nd if thou be a King,Crownd with Content, 
Your crowne contenr,and yoii^nuft be content 
T o^go with vs vnto the officer : for as we thjnke. 

You are our quondam Ki n&KEdWard hath depofde: 

And therefore we charge you in Gods name & the Kings, 
i ogo along with vs vnto the Officers. 

Hen. Gods name be fuifild,yourKinges name be obayde, 
And be you ICingcs \j commaunde, and lie obay. 

^ Exeunt Omnes* 

Enter King Edward^ larcnce >ar>d qioceEtir i Montague, 
HaJHngSiOnd the Ladie Cjray. 

K. Ed. Brothers of Clarence, and of ( ylccefter , 

This Ladies husband heere,Sir Richard Gray, 

Ac the baccaiie ofSaint Albotics did lofc his life. 

His Inndes then were feazed on by the Conqueror/ 

Her fute is now to repofleile thofe lands. 

And fith in quarrell of* the houfeorTVfc, 

The noble gentleman an did lofehis life: 

In honour we cannot den; e her fute, 

< qloMoui Hjghncffe fliall do well to graunt it then, 

KEd . I>fo I wi)l,but yet lie make a paufe. 

(jloAjs the winde in that dore? 

Clarence,! fee theXadie hath fomthing to graunt., 

Before the King will graunt her humble fute. 

Ck. He knowes the game,how well he keepcs the winde# 
KEd. Widdow,come fomc other time to know our mind. 
Ltf.May it pleafe your Grace, l cannot brooke delayes, 

I befeech your HigbncfTe to difpatch me now# (wit. 

KEd. Lords giuc vs leaue,we meane to trie this widdows 
fa* bgood leans haue you. 

^ qio % 
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fork, dni Henrie thefixt. 

Glo. For you will haue leaue.till youth take lcaue. 

And leaue you to your cr °“ ch ‘ „ m Children hall 

• K.Sd.Comz hither widdow.H ^ her. (diouJ 

K ej.ll' tell thee how thefc lands are to be got. 

La.So /hall you binde me to your b»gh«a« ^‘“5 ' hem ^ 

1C £d What feruiee writ thou do me,tl 1 grau 

La. Eucn what your Highnefle /hall comrnaund^. 

Glo. Nay then WiddoW He warrant you all your hushanu 
If you graunt to do what he commaundcs. C lanaes » 

Fight clofe.or in good fayth you catch a clap. 

Ck. Nay I feare her not,vnlefle /he .all. , 

Glo. Mane gods-forbot man,for hcclc take ^antag. th . 
L<t. Why hops my Lord. ? lhall 1 not know nay * -• 

K.Sd. An ealie tasks; tis but to loue a King. 

Li. Thats fooneperformd 5 becnufe 1 am a fubieft. 

1C. Ed. Why then, thy husbands lands I freely gute thee. 
La. I take my leaue, with many thoufand ihankes. 



I fue fo much to get? 

La. My humble feruice.fuch asSubiectes owes, 
and the lawes commaundcs. 

K.Ed. No by my troth, I meane no fuch loue, 

But to tell thee the troth, I aime to lie with thee. . 

La. To cell you piaine my Lord,l had rather lie in prnon» 
K.Edl Why then choucanft not get thy husbands lands. 
La. Then mine honeftie /hall be my dower, 

Forby that lo(Te,I will not purchafe them. 

K.Sd.. Herein thou wrongrt thy children mightihe. 

La. Herein yout High nelTe wronges both them and met 
Butmightie Lord, this merric inclination, 

Agrees not with the fad ne lie of my fute,. 

6 E». Pleafe 





T he T rage die of Richard D. of 

Ple ^“ Highncs todifmifle me cither with I or no? 

A. tcU I, if thou /ay I,co my rcquelh 
Nojif thou fay nojto my demauud. 
jga. Then no my Lord, my fute is at an end. 

Glo The widdow likes him not,(hc bens the brow 

r cjuf 15 ,' 116 blunted wocr in Chnffondome. 

>£a. Her lookes arc all repleate with Maicftie. 

One way or other foe is for a King.; 

And foe {hall be my loue.or elfe my Quecne, 
o aic.tha t kingEdWutrd tookc thee for his Qneene ? 

T ,A' r i Sb l l ? r (alH t i lcn done » ni y ^rations LorcL 

1 am a iubieftfit to ieaft withal!, 

Uut farw vnfit to be a Soueraigne. 

E Ed l Sweet widdow,by my ifotel fweare, * 

i P j 3 , e n0 more thcn w,iat m y heart intends? 

Ana char is to e«ioy thee for iny loue. 

U. And that is more then I will yeeld vnto, 
iKtiovv I am to bad co be your Qitecne • - ■ ‘ 

And yet to good to be your Combine. 

rt' Y ° 1 ' caui11 W! ddow,Idid meanc my Qiiecne. 
Father.' ° Ut W ° U ' d £ Ioch fonnei call you 

A.£^.No more tlien when iny daughters cal ti.ee mother 
I j >|^ w,ddow > and thou haft (omc Children, 

And (by Gods mother) I being bur aBatcheler, 

Hauc other fome : why tis a hap’pie thing. 

1 o be the facher-ofmame Children? 

Argue no rhore,for thou {halt be iny Queene. 
g/o.Thc ghoftly father now hath done his flnift. 

Cite. When he was made a fori tier twas for foife. 

A. Ed. Brothcrs-you mufe what talke the widdow and I 
naiie had, you wold diinkeic fo-angc if I foould marric her. 
Cla - Marric her my Lord,co whom? 

A Ed. Why Clarence 3 iq my felfe. 

That would be ten dates wonder at the lead, 

Cla. Why thats a daie longer then a wonder Lifts, 

l‘°r j ,norc are che wonders in extreames. 

> A £d. Welljieaft on Brothers, l can tell you. 

Her 



yorke, and Henrie thejixt. 

Herfute is graunced, for her hufbands lauds. 



Enter a eJddef eager. _ 

Mef. And it pleaie your guceflenrie your foe ts taken. 

And brought as pr.louer to your pallace gates. 

KEd. Away with hxm,and lend him to the Tower. 

And lets «o queilion witli the man about his apptehenlion. 
T nrdsal<MJs>?and vie this Ladic honourably. Cxtm • 



e^Manet Cjlofter 3 and Jpeaket. 

Glo, I, Edward will vie women honourably. 

Would he were waited, marrow,bones and ail. 

That from his loy ncs no iffue might iucceed. 

To hinder me from che gc/ldcn ume I looks tor; 

For I am not yet lookc on in the world. 

Firll is there Sdw^rd/dlarence ^ and Henrie , 

And hisfonne ) and all they iooke for iffue 
Of c heir lo) nes.ere 1 can plant my felfe: 

A coldc premeditation for my purpofe. 

What other plcafure is there in the world befidc/ 

I will go clad my body in gay ornaments, 

And lull my feltc within a Ladies lappe, 

And witch iweet Ladies wich my wordes and lookes* 

Oh monftrous man co harbour iuch a.thought, 

Why, loue did fcorne me in my mothers wombe: 

And for 1 ihould not deale in her affaires, 

She did corrupt fraile nature in the flefh. 

And plait an enuious mouncaine on my backc: 

Where fits deformitie a to mocke my bodie, 

T o dry mine arme vp like a withered Shrimpe, 

To make my legges of an vnequall fize, 

And am I then a naan to be bclou’d? 

Eafierfor me to compaile twentie crownes. 

Tut, I can fmiie,and murder when 1 (mile; 

I cry content to thar,that greeues me mofe. 

I can adde colours to the Camelion, 

And for aneed,change flnpcs with Prothcui. 3 

And lit the afpyting Cauhn co Ichoolc* - ^ * 

£?♦ Can 
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Can I Joe this, and can not get the Crowne? 

Tu£h, were it ten times higher,Ile pull it downe. £xit+ 

Enter King Lewis and doe Lady Bona , and Queen c 
Margaret prince Edward, and Oxford, 
and others. 

•Lew. Welcome Q^Mxrgao'et to the Court of Framct* 

It fits not Lewis to fit while thoudoft ftand. 

Sit by my fide, arid here I vow to rhec, 

Thou (halt haue ayde torepoffeflethy right. 

And beacc proud Edward from his vfurped featc. 

And place king Henry in his former rule* 

Queen. I humbly thanke your royall Maicftic, 

And pray the God of heauen, to bfcfle thy itate. 

Great King of Fraunce,thzt thus regardes our wronges. 

£ntcr Warwick?. 

Lew. How now. Who is this/ 

Queen. jOufc Earle of p r f r arvvickr,£divards chicfeft friend* 

Lew. W clcome brauci^nv/V^what bringsehee to France}. 

War. From worthy Edward King of England, 

My Lord and Soueraigne,and thy vowed friend* 

I come in kindnefie andvnfaigncd loue, 

Fir!) to do greetinges to thy royall perfotr, 

And then cocraue a league of amitie : 

And lafily,to confirme that amitie, 

With nuptiall knot, if thou vouchfafe to graunt. 

That vertuous Lady Fiona thy fairc lifter. 

To Engltnds King in lawful! marriage. 

Qnien . And if this goe forward, all our hope is done,. 

War . And gracious Madam, in our ICinges behalfc, | ] 

I am commaunded, with your ioue and fauour, 

Humbly to kifle your baud, and w'ith my tongue 
To tell thepasfionsof mySoueraigneshan: 

Where fame late entring at his heedfull cares, 

Hathplaft thy glorious image and thyAercues* 

Queen. King L^is and Lady Fiona, heare me fpeake. 

Before you anfwere Warwick? or his wordcs. 

For he it is hath done vs all thefe yvronges. 

^ Way* 





York**, and Henrie the ftxf. 

War. Iniurious aJMorgmu 
F'rince £d. And why not Qnecnc? 

Vpar. Becaufe thy father Hemic did vfurpe. 

And thou no more art Pri nee, then flic is Queene, 

Q x r Then KKanvicke difanuls great John of (jaunt. 

That did fubdue the greateft part o fSpainc, 

And after John of Gaunt, wile Henrie the fourth, 

Whofe wifedome was a mirrour to the worldc. 

And after this wife Prince, Henrie the fife; 

Who with hisprowefle conquered all Frounce: 

From thcfe,our Henries lineally difeent. 

War. Oxford, how haps that in this fmooth difeourfe. 

You tolde not how Henrie the fixe had loft 
AH that Henrit the fift had gotten/ 

Me thinkes thefe peeres of rrantice fhould fmilc at that; 

But for the reft, you tell a petcigree 
Ofchrccfcorcantl two ycercs; a fillietime. 

To make prdcription tor a Kmgdomes worth. 

Oxf. Why WarWucke, canft thou denie thy King, 

Whom thou obeyedft rhircie and eight yeetes. 

And bewray thy treafons with a blufli/ 

War. Can Oa:/^ that did euer fence the right, 

Now buckler falfhocd with a petcigree? 

For fhame Icaue Henrie, and call Edward King. 

Oxf Call him my King, by whom mine elder brother 
The Loi d Awbray Vcre was done to death ; 

And more then fo,my father euen in the 
DownefaU of his mellowed yceres. 

When age did call him to the doore ofdeath/ 

No Warwick? no,whiift life vpholds thisarme, 

This arme vpholcles the houfeof Lancafier. 

War. And I chehoule of Yorke. 

K.Levv . Qiiecne«^/ar^c/, Prince Edward , and Oxford, 
Vouchiafe to forbeare a while. 

Till 1 do talke a word with Warwick e, 
Now'L ? 'L , w7^;c^,cuen vpon thy honour tell me true. 

Is Edward\zw[u\\ King or no/ 

For 1 were loth to linke with him, that 2 $ not lawfull heirc. 

^ War, 
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War, Thereon I pawne mine honour and my credit 
Lew. What, is he gracious in the peoples eyes? 

War. The more,thac//<?^is vnforcunatew 
L°w. Whatjishislouetoourfifter^w^ (fcIFe a 

War . Such ic feemes, as may befeeme a monarke like him«- 
My felfehaue often heard him fay and fwc are. 

That this his loue was an eternail plant, 
fhc roote whereof was fixe in vertues ground* 

The leaues and finite maintaindc with beauties funne, . 
Exempt from entiie,buc not from difdaine, 

Vnlefle the Lady Bona quite his paine. 

Lew. T hen filler, let vs heare your firme refolue. 

Horn. Your graunt or your denial!, fhall be mine. 

But ere this day I mull confcflc,vvhen I 
Haue heard your Kinges defines recounted, 

Mineeares haue tempted iudgement to defire. 

* Lew. Then draw ncare Queenc AFargarettSc be a witnc(fe> 
That Bona fhall be wife to the EnglifhKing. 

^Prince Sdvv. To Sdvvard, but not the EnglifliKing, 

_ Vi ?ar. Henri* now Hues "in Scotland at his ea(c, 

Where hauing nothing, nothing can he lofe: 

And as for yqityour feife,ou r qmtdam Quecne, 

You haue a father ablcto maintaincyour fiacc '. 

And better t were to trouble him then Fraunce. 

Sound for a Pofl within. 

Lex. Here comes lome Poft Warwick?, to thee or vs* . 
Loft. My Lord Ambafla dour, this Letter is for you. 

Sent from your brother Marquis Montague . 

This from our King vnto your Maieftie. 

And tbefe to you Madam, from whom I know nor. 

^ Oxf I like it well, that our faire Qjeene and Miflrcffe 
Smiles at her newes,when Warwick? frets at his. 

P.8d. And marks how Lm/#ftampes,ashe were netled. 
Lew. Now Margaret & VVarwick?, What are your news? 
Queen. Mine, fuch as filles my hart full of ioy. 

War. Mine, full offorrow and harts difeontent. 

Lew. What, hath your King married the Lady (fray , 

And now to cxcufe himfelfe, fendes vs a Poftofpapers? 



TorJtfiMl nemitthijixl. 

sws ^ 

K oftaue "‘ 

And bvthe hope 1 haue of heauen y bhffe, 

That lam deafe from this mifdeedeot Edvards. 

Notnore my King, for he dishonours me. 

And inoft himfelfe, if he could fee his (hame. 

Did I forget thatby the houfe ofr^. 

My father came vntimely to his death? 

Did I let palfe the abufe done to my Neece. 

Did 1 impale him with the regall Crowne, 

And thrurt king Henne from his natiue home? 

And moil yngratcfull dodi he vfe me thus? 

Aly oratious Que cne, pardon what is pair. 

And henccfoorth I am thy true feruitour: 

I will reuengc the wrongs done to Lady TSona, 

And replant Henne in his former Hate, 

Oueen. Yes p'Var'toicke I do quice forget thy former raultSj 
If now thou wilt become king Henries friend: — 

War. So much his friend; T,his vnfaigned friend. 

That if King Lewes vouchfefe to furni fh vs 
\yi t h fome fevy bandcs of choicn Souldiers, 

He vndertake to land them on our coart, 

And force the Tyrant from his feate by warre. 

Tisnot his new made Bride fhall Juccourhim. 

Lew. Then at the laft.I firmely am refolu’d, 1 
You fhall haue ayde J 
And Englifh Me[fenger retwmc in port. 

And tellfalfe Edward,i\y fuppofed King, 

That Lewes of Fraunce fending ouer Maskers, 

To reueli it with him and his new Bride, 

r Bona. Tell himjn hope heelc be a Widower fhortly, 
lie wcare the Willow Garland for his fake. 

Ehtecn.T e\\ him,my mourning weedesbe layde afide, 
And I am readie to put Armour on . 

War. T ell him from me,that he hath done me wrong. 
And therefore lie vnerownohim ct’t be long. 
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T te,] me ^^what aflurancc 

I thill haue of thy true loyalties 

l h Var - ihai J aflure my conftant loyaltie, 

1 that ourQueeneand this young Prince agrees 
licioyne muie eidcii Daughter and my foy, 
f o h,m forthwith i a holy wedlockes band! 

1 ldl ^^y heaththat taatch 1 like kill well. 

Loue her Sonne Edward^ is fa, re and young, ’ 

• giue thy hand to FfCmvicke for thy loue. 

LcwAti s enough, and now we will prepare, 

To lcuic Souldiers for to go with you. P ’ 

AndyouLord^KourhighAdmirall, ■ 

hha 1 waft diem lafohe to the Eoglifii coaft, 
nd chafe proud Sdwardiiom hisflumbring traunce, 
^rmockingmarnage with the name of Fraunce. 

u (Jar. 1 came from Edward as EmbalTadour, 

1 utl rccurnc his fwoornc and niotcall foe: 

Matter ofinarriage was the charge he gaue me, 

Lut dreadful! warre Jhall anfware his demaunde, 
riad he none elfe ro make a ftale but me? 

i hennone but 1,/hali ttirn6 his icfftbfofrow; r '• 

1 was Jicchicfe d*at raifdc him to the crowne. 

And lie be chiefe to bring him dovvne a^aine. 

Not that I pittic Henries miferie, 

but feeke reuenge on £ dvvarch mockeric. £xit% 

Bnter Kmg Sdward, the Qmcne 3 and Clarence, 

Glofl er , Mph t digue 3 HaShngs >and 
T'enbcooke^vitl] foldters. 

£d. Brothers aiQurencc^w^ diGlocefter, 

W hat diinkc you of our marriage with the Ladie fyay? 

CUM, y Lord,we thinkc as f^Parwicke and Lewis 
1 hat arc fojlacke in iudgment^that theyle cake no offence at 
this fuddainc marriage, 

-fc^Suppo/e they do; they are but Lewis, and Wartyickf, 
And I am your Kingjand Warwick#, And will be obaied. 

^Ze.AndfhalJ,bccaufeyouarc our Iring* but yet filch fud- 
daine marriages feldomcppoueth well* 

ei 




York? , and Hemic the fast* . 



May not bemy Loue, and England* Qucene? 

Speakc freely Clarence djloflerf 
Montague ,and HatUnges, 
ft*. My Lord, then this is my opinion. 

That Warwick? being difhonored in his etnbaflage. 

Doth feeke reaengc, to quite his iniuries, 

Glo. And Lewis ..in regard of his fillers wronges. 

Doth ioyne with Warwicks, to fupplant your (late. 

Ed. Suppofe that Lewis and Warwick*, be appeafd. 

By fuel, mcanes as I can bell dcuife? 

Mont. But yet to haue ioy ned with Fraunce in this 
Alliance, would more haue (Ircngchned this our 
Common wealch,gainftforraigne (formes; 

Then any home bred marriage. 

Hast. Let England betrue within it fclfe, 

We need not Fraunce nor any alliance with them. ^ 

Cla.hov this one fpeache die Lord H nftin*s well deferues,. 
To haue the daughter and heircot the Lord Hunger ford, 

Ed. Andwhat then?Ic was our will it fiiould be to? ,~ 
Cla. I,and for fuch a thing too,thc Lord Scales 
Did well deferue at your handes,to haue the 
Daughter of the Lord Bonfield, and left your 
Brothers to goe feeke clfe whereibut in 
Your madnes, you burie brotherhood. 

Ed. Alaffe poore Clarence, is it for a wife. 

That thou art mal-content- ? 

Why man be of good cheered will prouide thee one. 

Cla. Nay,youplaide the broker fo ill for your felfe^ 
That'you (hall giue me leaue to make my 
Choyfe as I thinkc good : and to thatintent,. 

1 fliortly mean? to leaue you. 

Ed. Leaue me or tarrie.I am full refolwd* 

F 2. sdi 



Ed. Yea brother diehard , are you againft vs too. 
Glo- Not 1 my Lord : no.God forfend that I fliould 

Ed Setting vour fcornes and your difiikes alide, 
cu™. w/reafons why the Lady Gray 
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JZdwtrdyvft\ not be tied to his brothers wills. 

Quee My Lords.do me but right, arid you mult confefTc, 
Before it pleaide his highnefle to advance 
JVly date to title of a Qucenc, 

T hat I was not ignoble i n my birth. 

Edv % Forbeare my Loue,to fawne vpon their frowncs, 
For thee they mud obay,nay Aiall obay. 

And if they looke for fauour at my hands. 

Mont* Aly Lord, heere is the meffenger rcturnde from 

(Frauncc 

Enter 4 Meffenger . 

Edw. Nowfirra,What letters,or what newest 
Mef. No letters my Lordjand fuch ne'wcs,as without your 
Highneflefpetiall pardon, I dare not relate. 

Edvv. We pardon theejand as necre as thou canft,tdl me 
Whacfaid Lewis to our letters? 

tJMcf.kt my departure thefc were his verie wor des. 

Go tell falfe Edwardyhy fuppofed King, 

1 hat Lnv/.rofFraunce is fending ouer Maskers, 

1 oreueliit with him and his new bride. 

Ed,. IsLewk fo brauc/belike he thinkes me Henry . 

But what faide Lady Bonato thefe wrongs/ (fliortly, 

Mif 1 ell him(quoch fhe)in hope hee 1 ! prouc a widdower 
He weare the willow garland for his fake, 

Ed . She had the wrong indeed;fhe could fay litlc lefTe: 
But what faid Henries Quecne / for as I heare flic was then in 
place. i , 

Mef Tell himfquoth fhe)my mourning weedes be done: 
And! am rcadiecoput armour on. 

Ed. I hen belike fhemeanes to plaie the zsfmawn. 

But what laid Warwick? to thefe iniurics? 

McfELc more incenfcd then the reft my Lord, 

T eli h;m(quoth hc)that he hath done me wrong, 

And therefore lie vnerowne him er’t be long. 

^ £^.Ha,Durft the traitour breath out fuch proud words/ 
But I will arme me to preuent the worft. 

But vvhat/is Warwick? friends with <iJMargaretl 
Mef. 1 my good Lord, they are fo linktin fricndfhippe, 

Thac 






Yorke, and Henrie theftxt. 

That voung Prince Edward marries Warwick* daughter. 
/> , Xhedder/'belik cCiarence fhallhauejhe younger/’ 

£d Clarenci^d Sommer fet Me A to WarWickt. 

What Taieyou brother Richard , will you Hand to vs? - 
Glo. ],my Lord, in defpight ofail that flial widmand you; 
For why hath nature made me halt down righr. 

But that I fliould be valient and Hand to it?,. 

For ifl would, I cannot run away. 

£d. Fenbrooke , go raifean armie prefently. 

Pitch vp my Tcntjfor in theficld this nighr, ' 

1 mcane to reft : and on the morrow morne, ’ ’ 
lie march to meet proud IVanvrcke.ae he land 

T U f lie POt ID I 
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]n bloud ro W^^n’/c^rherforetcll me, if 
You fauour him more then mc 3 or not/ 

Spcake trulie ; for 1 had rather haue you open enemies, 
Then hollow friendes. 

Mon ^ So God helpe Montague ,as he proues true. 
Haft . And Hafttngs , as he fauours Edwards caufe. 

Ed At fliall £ufFice:coine dien Jets march away. 



Enter Warwick?, and Oxtnford y \vitl) Souldiers . 
War.T ruft n;e my Lords,all hidherto goes well. 

The common people by numbers fwarme co vs. 

But fee where Sowmerfct and Clarence comes. 

Speake fuddcnly my Lords, are we all friends. 

C/a.Fcarc not that my Lord. 

War . Then gentle Clarence welcome vnto Warwick?* 

And welcome Sommcrfet. I hold it cowardife, 

To reft miftruftfulbwhere a noble heart: 

Hadi paund an open hand,in figne ofloue. 

Elfe might I thinke that Clarence, Edwards brother, 

Were but a faigngd friend co our proceedings: 

F 3. " But 
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But welcome fwecte Clarenc?,xi\y daughter fhalbe thine* 
And now what refles but in nightes couerture, 

Thy brother being carelefly encamps 
His Souldicrs lurking in the townc about. 

And but attended by a Ample guarde, 

We may furprife and take himac our pleafurer 
Our Skoutes haue found the aduenture veric eafie: 

Then cry King tfenrie,mth relolued mindes. 

And breake we prefently into his tent. 

Cla. Why then lets on our way infilent fort. 

For Warwick? and his friends, God and Saint George, 

War. This is his Tent, and fee where his guard doth Hand. 
Courage my Souldiers,no w or neuer. 

But folio w me now, and Edward fhall be ours, 
esdll, A f / l r mvkke > a WarVekke* 

zsftarmes, and Glofter and Hafltngs files, 

Oxf Who goes there? 

War. Richard zndHajl$2ges,kt them go : here is the Duke. 
£dw ,. The Duke,why WarWiche^hon we parted laft, 
thou caldft me King? 

War, J,buc the cafe is aided now. 

When youdifgraftmein my Embalfage, 

Then I difgraft you from being King, 

And now am come to createyou Dukeof 2 Vfc. 

Alaffe how fhould yongouerne any Kingdomc, 

That kno wes not how to vfe Embaffadours, 

Nor how to vfe your brothers brotherly*. 

Nor how to fhrowd your fclfc from enemies. 

Edvr, Well Waftockfdtt Fortune doe her worft, 

Edvard in minde will beare himfelfe a King* 

War .Then for his minde, be Edward En glands king. 

But Jrlemie now fliall weare the Englifh Crowne. 

Goc conuey him to our brother Archby fhop ofTprly, 

And when I haue fought with Tenbroo^e ^ nd his followers, 
]Ic come and tell thee what the Lady "Bona fayesi 
And fo for a while/arewell good Duke of Tcr,\e, 

Exeunt flme with Edward* 

Ck 






fork, and Benrit the fixt, 

Ck What followes now, all hitherto goes veil. 

But we rauft difpatch fome letters to Frounce, 

To tell the Quecne of our happy fortune. 

And bid her come with fpeede to ioync with vs. • 

War* I,thats the firft thing that wc haue to doc. 

And free king Henric from imprifonment. 

And fee him feated in his regall throne. 

Come,let ys hafle away,and hauing part chefc cares, 

He poft to Torke, and fee how Edward fares. 

Exeunt omnec. 

Enter <j ioft er,Hafiings y andfir William Stanly * 

<7/0. Lord Hastings t and fir William Stanly, 

Know, that the cauiclfcncforyou is this. 

I ]ooke my brother with a (lender traine, 

Should come a hunting in this Forrcft heere; 

The Biftiop oiTorkc befrendes him much, 

Andletshim vfehispleafurcin thechafe: 

Now I haue priuily lent him word. 

How I am come with you to refeuehim. 

And fee where the Huntfinan and he doth come. 

Enter Edward and a Huntfman. 

Hmtfl This way my Lord the Deere is gone. 

Ed* No this way Huntfman, fee where the Keepers (land* 
Now brother and the reft, 

Whac,are you prouided to depart? 

Glo. I,I,thehorfe ftandes at the Parke corner. 

Come to Linne , and fo take (hipping into Flaunders % 

Ed, Come then : Waitings and Stanlie , 

I will requite yourloues, Byfhop farewell, 

Sheeld thee from Warwicks fro wnest 
And pray that I may repojflTcflc the Crowne. 

Now Huntfman what will you doe? 

Hmtfl Marrie ray Lord, I thinke I had as good 
Goe with you, as tarry heerc to be hangde. 

£<r£Come thcn,lets away with fpeede. 

Extant omnes* 

Enter 
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Enter the Queene and the Lord R^uers. 

Raters. Tell me good Madam, Why is your Grace {© 
pafsiorute of late? 

Queene., Why brother Raters, heare you not the newcs 
Of that fucccfle king Edward had of late? 

R&. What/loffe offoraepitcht battailcagainftPT^ici^ 
T ufh/care not faire Queene, but call thole cares afide * 
King Edwards noble minde,his honours doth difplay: 

And yVarmcken lay lofc, though then he got the day. 

Queen. If that were all, my griefes were at an ends 
But greater troubles will (I feare)befall. 

Rfu. Whatsis he taken prifoner by the foe, 

T o the danger of his royall perfon then/* 

Queen, Other’s my griefej King £^wWisfurprifde, 

And led away, as prifon vinoTorke . 

Rut* The newes is pcsiing ftrangc,I muft confefles 
Y et comfort your lelfc, for Edward hath more friends* 

Then Lxncajler at this time mull pcrceiue; 

That fome will fet him in his throne againc. 

Queen . God graunt they may;but gentle brother comc 3 
And let me leane vpon thine arme awhile, 

Vntill I come vntothe fanftuarie, 

There to preferue the fruice within my wombe. 

King Edwards feed, true heire to England* crowne 4 Exit. 

Enter Edward and Richard, and HafUnges With 
atroope of Hollanders* 

Ed. Thus farre fromi5^*ihauc we part the Teas, 

And marcht from Rouxjpur houen vnto Torhf: 

But lofc,the Gates are fliut; I like not this. 

Rtch. Sound vp the Drumme, and call them to the waller 

•1 '( suti . ; ' ; f 

Enter the Lord Maicrr ofTorfy vpon the Walks* 

sJMaior. My Lordcs,vve had notice ofyour comming. 
And thatsthecaufewe ttand vpon our garde. 

And fbut the Gates, for to preferue the Townes 
Hmien o\v is King*and we are fworne to him* 
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forke, *nd Benrie the fixt. 

El Why my Lord Maior, if H emit be your King, 
Edward I art) fure at lea(l,is Duke o(Torkff _ 

Maior. True* my Lord, we know you for no lcile. 

Ed. I craue nothing but my Dukedome. 

Hich. But when the Foxe hath gotten in his head, 

Hcele quickly make the body follow-after. 

Haft . Why my Lord Maior, what (land you vpon points? 
Open the Gates, we are king Henriei fricndcs. 

Maior .Say you fo,chcn lie open them prefently* 

J 1 Exit nJWaior. 

Ric. By my faith a wife flout Captaine,Sc fo° ne perfwaded. 



T he zJWaior opens the doore , and bringes the 
Keyes in his hand. 

Ed. So my Lord Maior,thde Gates muft not be (but* 
But in the time of Warre : Giuc me the keyes. 
What,feare not man; for Edward will defend the townc 






Enter fir Iohn zJM ountgommery with 
Drumme and Souldkrs . 

How now Richard, Who is this? 

‘Rich. Brother, this is Sir Iohn ountgommery, 

A truflie friend,ynlcflc I be deceiude. 

Ed. Welcomed Iohn, Wherefore come you in arme$. ? 

Sir John. To helpe king Edward in this time of ftormes. 
As euery loyall fubieft ought to doe. 

Ed. Thankes brauc Mountgommory > 

But I onely claimemy Dukedome, 

Vntill it pleafe God to fend thee reft. 

Sir Iohn. Then fare you well. Drum ftrike vp and let vs 
March away : I came to ferue a King and not a Duke. 

Ed. Nay flay Sir Iohn, and let vs firft debate. 

With what fccuritie we may doc this thing. 

Sir Iohn. What Rand you on dcbating:to be briefe. 
Except you prefcntly proclaime your felfe our King, 

He hence againc, & keepe them backe that come to fuccour 
you ; why &ould we fight ? when you pretends no title? 

. ' G* RieK 
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"Rich. Fiebrother,fie,ftandc you vpon tearmes? 

Kclolue your feife, and let vs claim* the CtOwne. 

Ed. I am refolude once more to claitnc the Crovvne 
And win it too,o r die to lofc my life. 

Sir Iohn. I now my Soucraigne fpeakes like himfelfe. 

And now will I be Edwards Champion, 
bound Trumpets, for Edwvrd fhaibc proclaymde. 

Edmra the fourth by the grace of Godding of England and 
Frauncdj-and Lord of Ireland ; ° 

And whofoeuer gainfayes king Edwards right, 
by tins [ challenge him co fingle fightf 
Cong hue Edward the fourth, 

• LongJiue Edward the fourth. 

£«f.VVe thankeyou all. Lord Maiorjeadon the wav 

Foi this night weelc harboure beer in Torhe 
And then as carJie as the morning funne. 

Luces vp his beamesaboue this Horifon, 

\\ ccic march to London.to meete with Warwick. 

And pull falie Henris from the Rcgall throne. 

Enter Wmvic\e and Clarence, with die Cr owns, <tnd that 
tlcnnc, and Oxford,aad Summerfit, and the 
young Sark of Richmond, 

Thus from the Prifon to this princely featc, 
by Gods great mercies am I brought againe: 

Clarence and Warwick^ doyou keepe the Crovvne 
And gouerne and proteft my Realm* in peace. 

And 1 will (pend the Remnant of my dayes, 
i o finnes rebuke, and iny creators prayfe. 

W«vWhat an (were s Clarence to his Soueraignes will? * 
U*. Clarence agrees to whacking Hem it likes. 

King. My Lovd oxSommerfet^hu prectieBoy is that, 
x ou feemeto be io carcfuJl of/ ^ r , 

Srrn. And itplcafc yourGrace^c is young Htnrie, 

Earle of Richmond. 

i n Klli £' Richmond, Come hither prcttic Laddc, 

I. heauenly powers doe aime aright 

. To 




rorke, and Henrie thefixt. 

To my diuining thoughtes,thou prettie boy, 

Shale proue this Couutricsbliffc, 

Thy head is njade to weare a princely Crowne, 

Thy looks! are all repleat with Alaiel tie: 

Make much of him my Lordes, for this is he, 

Shalhelpc you more, then you arc hurt by me. 

Enter one with a letter to FYarWicke- 

War. What counfdl Lordsf Edward from Tlelgia, 

Wkh half ie qermaines and blunt Hollanders, 

Is pa ft in fafetie through the narrow leas, . 

And with histroopes do martch amaine towards London, 
And many giddie people follow him. 

Oxf. Tis beft to lookc co this betimes, 

For ifchis'firc doe kindle any further. 

It will be hard for ys to quench it out. 

War An Warwick# (hire I hauc true harted friendcs. 

Not mutinous in peace, yet bold in wane. 

Them will I muftcrvp,and thou Clarence male 
In Eflex,Suffolke 3 Norfollce,and in Kc } nt, 

Stirrevp the Knights and Gentlemen to come with thee. 

And thou brother Montague , in Leifter fliire, 

Buckingiiam and Northampton (hire fhalc finde. 

Men well inclinde to doo what thou commaunds. 

And thou braue Oxford wondrous well belou’d, 

Shalt in thy countries mufter vp thy friends. 

My foueraigne with his louing Citizens,. 

Shalt reft in London till we come to him. 

Faire Lordes,rake leaue and ftand not to replied 
Farewell my Soueraigne. 

King, Farewell my Hettor, my T royes true hope, 

PVar, Farewell fweete Lordes, lets meete atCouentrie. 
ttAlL A greed. Exeunt Oram. . 

Enter Edward and his trainee 
Ed. Seale on the fhamefaft Henrie, 

And once againc conuay him to the Tower, 

G 2. Away?. 
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Away widi him,! will not hcarc him fpeake. 

And now towards Coucntric lets bend ourcourfe 
To meet with iFWw%and his confederates. ’ 

Exeunt Omit u. 

rrrr £nter rPhrvvickf on the Wallet. 

vr*r. where is the poll chat came from valient Oxford! 
How tar Hence rsd.y Lordly honed feliowe? 7 
1 'V&y at Damme, marching hitherward. 

\x L V herc is our brother Montague i 
Wlierc is the poft that came from eJMontagHel 
0 / • Jefc hirn at Donfinore , with his troopcs. 

A n a ff ay So ™ mer f lel4 > where is my louring fonnei* 

And by thy gefle.hoyv farre is Clarence hence? 

A hhT' AC So f h . am m y Lord »l left him with his force, 

And do expeit him two howers hence. 

MV. Then Oxford is at hand, 1 heare his drum. 

Enter Edivar. djind hit poVeer. 

y »oee Brother where the furly Warveicke mans die wall, 
h ar.Oh vnbid fpightjis fpottull Edward cornel 
Where ilept our fcotitcsPor how are they feduc’d? 
i hat we could haue no newes of dieir repaired 
a • /u?, W>^wdt thou be fork for thy faultes, 
ca l l £ dto*rdK ing,and he will pardon thee/ 

M f-Nay rather wilt thou draw thy forces backe, 

P°J) ,5*" VV1 ° ^ ct thee vp.and puld thee downe- 
a 1 y (Jartoicfy patron ,and be penitent, 

And thou (ha it Hill remainethe Duke of Tork*. 

Cj/o.l had thought atlcaft he would haue faidtheKinr, 
(Dr did he make the icalf again!! his will? 

the kingdome to thy brother, 
fV. Wliy then ti* minc 3 ifbut by Warwick et guift. . 

a a ,} but thou art no ^ tliU fo g« at a waieht. 

And weakling fTartocks takes his guift againe, 

™ V s m >' kin 8 ; Wan Vicks his fubieft. 

1 P[ ctkee S a,,ant VVarvvieke tell me this. 

^Vnatis the bodie,when the head isoff> 
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Jtrfo^nd Henrietheftxi. 

glo, Alas that Warwick* had no more forefighc. 

But while he fought to tteale the fingle ten. 

The king was finely fingred from the decker 
You left poore Heme in chcBifliops pallacc. 

And ten to one youle meet him in the T o wer. 

EdfY is euen fo,and yet you are ould Warwick? flill, 

War.O cheerful] colloursdcc where Oxford comes/ 

Enter Oxford vviti . ? drum and (ouldicrs ,and all 

c rie Oxford , Oxford for Lane after. Exeunt. 

EdfYht gates arc open,fec,they enter in, 

Lets follow chcm,andbid them battaikin thefirectes. 

</6.No,lofomc other might fct vpon our backes, 

Wee ? l flay till ail be entred,and then follow them. 

Enter Sontmerftt with drum and [ouldicrs. 

S om .Sommerf °,t, Somme rjiffot Lancafter. Exeunt. 

(jlo . Two ofchy name both Dukes of Sommerfet, 

Haue fould their liues vnto thehoufeof Yorke 3 
And thou fhalt be the third,and my iword hold. 



Enter ont ague, with drum and [ uldiers , 

M w.sJMontag ue x Mont ague ,for Lancaster. Exeunt 

Ed.Lt melons Montague, thou and thy brother. 

Shall deerlie abie this rebellious arie. 

Enter (Tarence,with drum and [ouldicrs, 

J^Edr. Andloewhcic (feorge of Clarence ,iwecpcs alone*. 
Of power enough to bid his brother battaiie* 

Cla. Clarence, C larcncefoi Lancafter. Exeunt , 

Ettu Brute, wilt thou flab Cajartoo* 

A parlie firrah to [jeorge of Clarence. 

Sound a Parhe^nd Richard and (flay cnee whi/bers Wether, 
md then Clarence takes his red Rofe out of his 
Edatandthrowesitat Warveicke . 

MV.Comc Clarence r >C omc,thou wilt ifrrarVeicke calk ‘ 
^.Father ofWamckpMowyon what tl.is meanes? 

I throw mine mfamie at thee, 

g*. 
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I wil not ruinate my fathers houfe, 

Who gaue fii$ bloud to lime the ftones togethers. 

And let vp Lancaster. Thinkcft thou 
That Clarcnec is lb harfli vnnaturall, 

T o lift his fword againft his brothers life? 

And fo proud hearted Warwick? I defie thee, 

Andco my brothers turtle my blufhingchcekcsr 
Pardon me£W\frW,for [ haue done amiflfe. 

And Richard, do notfrowne vpon me, 

For hcftcc fordi I will prouc no more vneonftant. 

Ed. W elcome Clarence, and ten times more welcome*, 
Then it thou ncuer hadft deferued our hate* 

^.Welcome good Qarenccjbiis is brotherly. 
W^r.Ohpafsing traitQiirjperiurdejaad vniufl:. 
jE^.Now Warwick? thou leaue the Towne & fight? 
Or fiiall we jbeate the (tones about thine cares? 

War.yv by, I am notcoopc vpheere for defence, 

3 will away to ^^//^ pLclencly, 

And bid the ed? a ttai 1 e Edwardj f th ou darefh 
Ed.Ycs Wfrwicke, he dare$,ancl leades the way. 

Lords to the field/ainc fjebrge and vi&orie. 

Exeunt Omncn. 



<iAltrme$&n& {hen enter. Wat wick?, 'rounded. 

War. Ah whois niefCome to me friend, or foe. 
And Cell me who i$vi&ot>Torke,OYVJ^arwick?? 

Why aske I diat? my mangled bodie fhewes. 

That I muft yeeldmy bodietothe earth, _n : 

And by my fall the conquefl to my io.es: 

Thus } eeldes rhe Cedar to the axes edge. 

Whole arn ics gaue Chelter to the princely Eagle, 
Vnder whole (hade the ramping Lion flept. 

Whole top fcraunch ouerpeer’d loues fpreadjng tree: . 
The vvrinckles in my brqwes,now fild with bloud. 
Were likened oft to Kingly fepulchcrs, 

For who liu’d King but I could dig his gratis ? 

And. who duifi fmile, when iva^mch? bent his brow? 



Terh, and limit the fixt. 

Loenow my glorie fmeerd induft and bloud. 

My paikes.my walkes,my mannours that 1 had* 

£uen now torlake inland of all my lands 

Is nothing left mc,but my bodies length. , 

nncil ii ■ i 1 

Enter Oxford,and Sommer fit. * - 

Oat. Ah Warwick? 3 ^Edrwicke,c\KQtc vp thy fellc and hue* 
For yet thereshopc enough to win the day. 

Our warlike Queene with troopes is come from Franncc, 

And at Sontb-ham?ton landed all her trainc, • 

And mightefl thou liue,thcn would we neuerflie. 

War. Why,then 1 would not flie,nor haue I now. 

But Hercules himCblfe mull: yceld to ods, 

For many woundes receiu’d and many moerepaide/ 

Hath robd my tfrongknit linewes of their ftrength, 
Andfpitcoffpites needesmuft I yeeld todeath. 

Som . Thy brother zJMontaguc hath breathd his laft, 

And at the pangs of death 1 heard him erke, 

Andfaie, commend me to my valient brother. 

And more he would haue faide,and more he faide 5 ' 

Which -founded like a clamour in a vaulce. 

That could not bedidinguiflitforthe founde. 

And fo the valiant Montague gaue vp the ghoft. 

^ZAzr.What is pompe,rule,faigne,but earth and dud? 
And hue we how we can,yet die we muft.- 
Sweet reft hi$foule,flie Lords,and faueyourfclues, 

For Warwick? b ids you all fare welled meet inHcauen. 

He dies. 

Oxf, Come noble Summirfet, lets ialce our Horfc, 

And cauferetraice be founded through the Campc, 

That all our friendes that yet remaiue atiuc, 

A1 ay be a warn’d, and faue them felucs by flight. 

That done, with them weele poll vnto the Queene, 

And once more trie our fortune in the fielde, Ex.ambe* 

Ent er E d ward, CL rtnceAnd (jloftcrjtiith fouldicrs. 

Ed. Thus Hill our fortune giucs vs viftorie^ 

And girts our temples With trunphant ioyes. 

The 






TheT ragedie of Richard D . of 

The bigboond Wanvickf hath breathde his la^ 

And heauen this day hathfmilde vpon vs all.* * 

But in this clecre and brightfome day, 
il c * a blackc fufpitiousdoude appeare c* 

That will encounter with our glorious fiinne 
Before he gaine his cafefull wefterne bcames, 

1 jneane thofe powers which the Queene hath got in Frame, 
Are ianded,and meane once more to menace vs* 

Glo, Oxford an d Sommer fet are fled to her. 

And tis likehc if Hie haue time to breach, 

Her fa&jon will be full as flrong as ours. 

We arc aducrtilde by ourlouiug friends, 
nac they do holde their courfe towardes Tcwxburics 
1 hither will we/or willingnefle rids way. 

And in cucric countie as we paffe alon^. 

Our flrengthes fhall be augmented. Come,lets goe; 

For if we fheke this fairc bright Summers daie, 

Shaipe Winters ihowers will marre our hope for haie. 

Exeunt omnCi\ 

Enter the Quwne, r Trince Edward, Oxford, & Sum- 
merfct&ith Tdrumme & Sonldters, 

Quee. Welcome to England, my loning friends of Fran ce a 
And welcome Somnerjet and Oxford too. 

Once more haue we fpread our Sailcs abroad: 

And though our tackling be almoftconfumdc. 

And F F.rvvickg as our maine-Mafl ouerthrowne. 

Yet warlike Lordes,raife you that flurdie port. 

That beares the fades to bring vs vnto reft. 

And AW and I as willing Pilots fhould 

For once with carefull mindesguideonthe flerne, 

T o beare vs through that dangerous gulx> 

7h a theretofore hath fwallo wed vpour friendes. j' ! 

Trince, And if there be,as God forbid *here flaould, 
Amongft vs a timerous or fearefull in3n. 

Let him depart before theBattaile ioyne, 

Lcaft he in time ofneed intife another. 

And fo withdraw the Souldiers harts from vs# 

I will 




York*, Heme the fix t. 



I will not ftand aloofe and bid you fighr, 

But with my fword prefte in the thickeft throngs, 

Andfingk 8 Award f torn his ftrongeft guarde: 

And hand to hand, enforce him for coyeelde, 

Or leaue my bodie as witnefle of my thoughtes. 

O.v. Women and Children of fo high relolue? 

) And warriours faint,why twere perpetuali fliamc: 

Oh braue young prince, thy noble Grandfather 
Doth liue againe in thee : long may eft thou liuc, 

•i To beare his Image, and to renew his glories. 

Som. And he that turnes and flies when fuch do fight. 

Let him to bcd,aadhke die Owle by day, 

Be hiftand wondred at, ifhearife. 

Enter a Meffengcr. 

MefMy Lords, Duke Edward with a mightic power# 

Is marching hitherwards to fight with you : 

Ox. 1 thought it was his polliciecot3kc vsvnprouided, 
but hcere will we fland,and fight it to the death# 

Entering Edwar d,Cla.Glo % HaEb . and fouldiers, 

Ed.Sce btodsers, yonder ftands the thornic wood, 

Which by gods afiltance and your prowefle, 

Shall with ourswordes ere nighc,be cleanecut downe. 

Quee. Lords, Knightes v aud Gentlemen, what I ftiould fay. 
My tea res gain fay ; for as you fec,Idrinke 
The water ofmine eics,Then no more but this, 

Hcmk your king is prifoner in the Tower, 

His land and all our friends are quite diftreft, 

And yonder flands the Wolfe that makes all this. 

Then on Gods name, Lords togedier ccie. Saint George # 
AllSzmtCfeorge for Lane after. 

jiLrwts to the ISattaile, Y crfeftJcs., tfjrjt the Chambers be difcba*~ 
■ ged. T hen ent er the K:ng,Cla. G lo.and the re fan d make a 
° great ftvnit&n i c rie; Fcr York? for Yorfe; and the?t 

* * , tbs Outer* i* tak$n x the Tm/ce^O x ford, and . ' . -o ^ 

Sum, eft then found -dr enter all aga;nt ? - -v 










The T rage die pfRichtrdD.cf 

Ed to heere a period oftumulrnousbroiles. 

Away with Oxford , to Hawes Caftle Uraighc, 

For Suwwcrfet,ofF with his guiltie head: 

Away,I will not heare them fpeake. 

Ox. For my part lie not trouble thee with worded 

. ' Exit Oxford. 

SowJSot I,buc iroope with patienceto my death. 

ExitSommtrfa 

Ed Now £ award, what fatisfaflion canff thou make. 

For (lining vy my fttbicfts co rebellion? 

‘Pmce.Speake like a fubit 61, proud ambitious Yorly, 
Suppofe that I am now my fathers mouth, 

R efigne thy chaire: and vs here 1 ftandjknede thou, 

VV hileft 1 propole the felfe fame woords to thee. 

Which trajuour thou wouldfthaue me anfwarc to. 

^ee.Oh that thy father had bin fo reload. 

Glo.T. hatyou might flillhaue kept your petticoate, 

And ncre haue liolne the breech from Uawdfkir. 

7'rlnce. Let < is£fep fable in a winters night, 

His currifh Riddles fortes uot with this place. 

(J/c>.By heauen, brat lie plague you for that word. 
j£A/ee.i,thou waft borne to be a plague to men. 

Cjfo. For Gods lake take away this captiue (cold. 

Prmce. Nay take away this fcolding Crooktbacke rather, 
jE^Peace wilfull boy, or 1 will tame your tongue. 
£&*Vmutered Lad, thou art to malapert. 

Pr/»r*.lknow my dutic 3 you arc all yndutifull, 

Lalciuious Edward,znd thou periur’d Cjeorge , 

And thou milhapen DxJ^ A tell you all, 

I am your better, traitours as you be. 

£W.Take that, the lightnes of this rayler heerc. 
jC^ee.Oh kill me too. 

/Cjlo. Marne and fhall. (die. 

Ed Hold Orchard, hold, for wehaue done to much alrca 
Glo. Why fhould fhe iiue to fill the worlde with words. 
€d. What doth /he fwound/makc meancs for her rccoue* 
Glc.ffUrence^x cufe me to theKing my brother* (ric. 
I niuii to Londomon a ferious matter. 

Etc 



cu 



York?, <wd Henrie thefixt. 

g r e you come thcrc,you (hall heare more newes. 

E CU. About what, P rethee tell me. ^ QUt 

qb. The Tower man,the Tower, He ^ 

Qutm. Ah ^.fpealce to thy Mother boy, 

Ahthoucanft notfpeakc, 

Traitours, T yrants.blouddic Homicides. , 

They that itabd CdSr (hed no bloud . at all. 

For he was a man, this in refpeft a chid. 

And men nere fpend their fune on a childe, 
Whatsworfethentirant, that 1 may riane 
You hade no children Deuells , if you had. 

The thought of them, would then haue (lopt your ra 0 e. 

But ifyou euer hope to haue a tonne, 

Looke in his youth to haue him fo cut oit,. 

As traitours you haue done tins fweet young Prince. 

Away ,and beare her hence, , 

CW.Nav.nere beare me hence, difpatch me here, 

Heere (heath thy fword.lle pardon thee my death. 

Wilt thou not/* 

Then Clarence, do thou do it, 

Cla.By heauen I would not do thee fo much eale. 

Ouee. Good Clarence do,fwect Clarence kill me too. . 
At.Didft not thou heare me fweare I would not doit, 
thou vfc ft to for fweare thy feife 3 
Twas finne beforc,but now tis charitie. 

Wheres the Diuclls butcher. ? hard fauourd l Reca<*ra 9 
T^tchard where art thou? _ 

He is not heere, Murder is his almcs deed, 

Petitioners for bloud, he nere put backe. 

ELK way I faie,and take her hence per force. 

Quct&o come to you and yours,as to this pnne* ^ 

Edw.CUrence, whithers G loster gone? 

Cla . Marric my Lord to London 3 as 1 gc/le, 

X o make a bloudie fu pper in the T ower. 

Ed.He is fuddaine,ifa thing come in his head. 
WelLdifcharge the common Sou ldicrs with pay, 

H z* Am 






1 WTrdgectu 6J Richard D,if 
And tJiaukcs,and no w let vs tovvardes London 

1 o ICC our gentle Quecnc how /he potli fare 
l ot by this(Ihop 4 >ehath a Sonn&r v V 

Exeunt Omm. 

r 'o A l ° fhr t0 , Km Z Hemk m the T ^cr. 

"■ » my good Lord. Lord I (kould fay rather- 
Trs Gone to Hatter, good was hale better^ * ’ 

Good gio hr, and good DiueU,were all alike 
vv hac Icencot Death hath Kpfrn now to a Qf 

Haue now the hatall obieft in mine eye * 

Where my poore young was 3unde,vvW caught and kdde. 

Way what a foole was that of Crc*,t 
That caught his (onne the office ofa Birde, 

A^yet for all that.the poore Fowie was drowne. 

J? m ' \ De Mu?,my poore fenne learns, 
i by father 4/»/w,tbar denidc ourcourfc, : 

A S u" / £inV ^^ c Sanne that (earde hiswinges, 

^! , c ‘\ ou the jcnuiou* Gulfe that fwallowed him. b 
oetter can my breftabide thy daggers poynt. - Ci 
I Den can mine tares that tragikchiftoric. 

Glo* .Why, doft thou thVnke I am an executioner? 

Ij c?u A perfectkerl am lure thou art: 
nd if murdering Innoccntcs be executions, 
i hen I kn°;v thou arc an executioner/ . 

f / l0% ^ ty i°nne I krlde forhisprefunipcion. 
l~ieu. Had (1 thou bin kilde when firft thou didft prefatae, 
Ihouhadllnot liudetdkllafonneof'mine: 

Ana til u s I pfophefte of thee* 

That many a Widdow for her Husbands. 'death, 

And ^iiany an Infants water Handing eye, 

.Widdo wester their husbandes, children for their fathers, ; '? 

.ihui! cur c the time that euer thou vvert borne, 

*■ hc-Ovs 1c fhrike- at thy birch; an curll fighe, ’ 

The 







Torhj M/l 11 emit thejixt. 

The night-Crow cride,abodmg lucklcfte tune. 
Do^ge^houlde^nd hidiouSi^nipe^s^o^ke downe trees. 
The flatten rookt her on the Cliimnies top, 

Andchacrering Pics indilmall difcord lung, 

Thy mother fcic more then a mothers painc. 

And yet brought foorth lcife then a mothers hope: ( . 

To wit, an vndigeft created lumpe, / ' . 

Not like thefruite of iiich a goodly tree; 

Teeth hadft thou in diy head when thou waft borne, 

To fignifie thou camit to bice the worlde: 

And if the reft be true that I haue heard, 

T hou carnft into the world* H efikbs him. 

Glo . Die Prophet in thy fpeach,IIe hcare no more. 

For this, amongft the reft, was I ordainde, 

Hen. I and tor much more flaughtcr ^fter this, . . 

0 God forgiue my finnes,and pardon thee* He dies. 

Cjlo. What/* will the afp y ring blood of Lancaftcr ’ 

Sinke into the ground?! had thought ic would haue mounted 
See how my (word weepes for the poore Kings death. 

Now may fuchpurpletearcsbe alwayesfhed, 4 
For fuch as /eeke the downefall of our houfc* 

Jf any fparke of life remame in tilde, 

S fab be hirti 'dgaine, ' T 

Downe,downe to hell, and - fjy I lent thee thither. 

1 that haue neither pitciejoueynor fenre: 

Indeed twas true that Henrie tolde me of. 

For I haue often heard my morher fay. 

That! came into the worlde with rftykgges forward: 

And had I not rcafon thinke you to makVhafte, 

And feeke their ruincs that vlurpt our fights? 

The women wept,’ and the Midwife crick* 

0 Iefusftleffc vs, he is bdrnc with teeth. 

And iol wasindeed : which plafivcly iWnift Je, 

That 1 fhouldfnarie and bite, arid play Vhe dogge. /' ' \ 

Then fince Hcauen hath made my body fo, C& 

Let Hell make crook £ ihyhftncie^ro anl were ic. 

1 ^chcr; 1 amlike no father. 

; no brother; 1 am like no brothers. 

W 3- And 
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iJAnd diis word Lone , which graybeardcs ccarme diuine, 
pBc refident in men like one another, 

, lAnd not in me; lam my felfc alone. 

Clarence beware, thou kepttt me from the lights 
} But I will fort a pitchic day for thee. 

For I will buz abroad fuch prophefies. 

As EdWfard fhall be fearefulll of his life : 

And then to p urge his fcarc,Ile be thy death. 

Henrie and his tonne arc gone, thou Clarence next. 

And by one and one, I will difpatch the reft 5 
Counting my felfc but bad, till I be beft. 
lie dragge thy body in another roomc, 

Amkflumph Henry in thy day of doome. 

Exit. 

f 

4 Enter King Edward, Qneene Elizabeth, and a Nnrfi 
with theyougg Prince, and Clarence, and 
Ha ft inges,and'others. 

Edfr . Once more we fit in Englandesroyall throne, 
Repurchafdc with the blood of enemies. 

What valiant foe-men like to Antiimes corne, 

Haue we mow’d downein topsofall their pride/* 

T hree Dukes of Summerfct, three folde renowmd. 

For bardic and vndoubted champions. 

T wo Cliffords 3 z$ the father and the fonne: 

And two 7\(orthnmberlands) two brauermen 
Nere fpurd their courfcrs at the trumpets found* 

Wth them the two rough Beares,^nwfy? & Montague. 
That in their chaines fettered the kingly Lion, 

And made the forreft tremble when they roard.* 

Thus haue we fwept fufpitionfrom our feate. 

And made our footefioolc offecuriitic. 

Corrie hither Tlefe, and let me kifle my Boy, 

Young Nedy for thee, thine Vndes and my felfe, 

Haue in our Armours watcht the Winters night, 

Martcht all a foote in Summers fealding heat. 

That 





Yorkt) *nd Herne thefixt. 

That thou mightfl repoflefle the crowne in peace, 

vet I am not lookt on in the worlde. 

5 '” te my bacl ” 




Cla The duetie that 1 owe vnio y« ul 1T4 "~ ‘ * 

fXd <L l loue the ftui.e from whence ,hou fpta» s ft, 
W.tnefle the louing kifle 1 .giut t the childe. 

To (ay the trueth, fo ladat kilt his MaU cr. 

A nd lo he aide, AH hade; and meant a l hatme. 

Edward. Now am I feated as my ioule de hghtes, 

Hauine mv Countries peace.and brothers Ioues. 

Cla. What will your Grace haue done with <JMargan ■ 
Ranard her father to the king oXFraunce, 

Hath paund the Cyftk and lerufalem. 

And hither haue they (emit for herranlome. 

Sdto. Away with her, and waft her hence to Frounce. 

, « j —tt-c kur that we (oend the time. 




FINIS. 






